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Preface 

TO AGNES A. F. PARISS 

Responsible First Reader, — Since the day 
when I left the MS. in your hands y and heard 
your laughter coming to me from the next room^ 
this story has claimed you for its godmotJur, 
If that was not five years ago^ I fear it must 
have been six, — a large sUce from the years 
of one^s youthf when hope is looking hungrily 
ahead. 

Since then its occupation has been either that 
of a He-a-bed^ or of a wanderer upon the face 
of the earth ; and its author would have been 
persuaded into bashfulness and an overwhelm- 
ing sense of its demerits, had not your second 
reading assured him that it had not staled to 
your liking. 
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To cry up or depreciate his own wares is the 
part of his duties which an author may leave to 
his critics or his friends. I would only say that 
noWy when this leaves me with all the rawness 
of an obstiKately preserved youth, its power of 
still cajoling you to laughter is chiefly respon- 
sible for its leap into publicity. Can there be 
others like-minded, and as kind-minded towards 
it as you f The book goes to ask the question. 

L. H. 
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Gods, and their Makers 



CHAPTER I 

Heart to the heart of the god 
Timed, as his heart-beats taught me ; 
Hands obeying his hands 
On chords that crashed at his nod : 
Thus was the measure divine 
Wrung forth, and the full fire caught me : 
And my blood, to his lips, grew wine, 
And my bones, to the burning, brands. 

The School of Music, 

Into Peeti's soul had come the vision of 
his god. In the midst of the night- 
watches, with eyes straining at the shuf- 
fling darkness, he had beheld it; and as 
his mental appetite took its bite of the un- 
known, the divine form grew in clearness 
and definition. With feet planted within 
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the borders of the invisible world, it 
seemed to be stamping the shape of its 
godhead on the threshold of the material, 
apparent already in the stirring of the 
child's brain, as a manifest reality. The 
shadows shut and opened like the swaying 
to and fro of a curtain, deeps darkly dis- 
parting, closing again in a greyness more 
opaque, on the surface of which the form 
of the god seemed to move. ShipUke the 
thing drifted over the face of his dreams. 

Light of the over-dawn and full awaking 
came to eye and brain, and Peeti rose 
carrying with him a consecrated memory 
of how one, Katchywallah of articulated 
name, had stood over against his bed in 
the long hours and the darkness, and chat- 
tered to him concerning the construction 
of its own godhead, saying: "Let me be 
made of a gourd, and let my countenance 
be fierce, and for food give me the shed- 
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ding of men's teeth ! " And Peetl, answer- 
ing by that form of asseveration which 
among savage races is the most solemn 
sign of abject and devoted service, had 
said: "Thou shalt be made of a gourd; 
and thy countenance shall be fierce ; and 
for food I will give thee the shedding of 
men's teeth." 

Conscience and tradition were at strife 
in Peeti's bosom, as he shook himself up 
from the continuing slumbers of his tribe 
at the call of his new-found deity. Con- 
science said, " My god is my own god, and 
he shall be made by me.*' Orthodoxy 
said, "Up and take your dream to the 
priests, that they may interpret, fulfil, per- 
adventure dock and curtail this rough 
vision of a divinity." Peeti, with the eyes 
of an advancing mind, had beheld or- 
thodoxy from its hinder parts; presently 
in the shove and jostle of contending 
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thoughts it knocked knees hopelessly, and 
lay elbowed to the wall. 

For here was Peeti's god come to him, 
minutely defined, the name and the nature 
of it, and the method of its manufacture. 
Peeti went over it all bit by bit, till he had 
it firmly in his vision, and chewed his fists 
for joy. He planned how a fat gourd could 
be scooped for a belly, a mouth carved out 
of wood and coloured a ravenous red, and 
then he joined to these such a shedding 
of men's teeth as never was till now. 

Was ever possession like to this ? 
Surely his very own should his own god 
be! As a modern seer has said since, 
"My mountains are my own, and I will 
keep them to myself," so was Peeti minded 
to say, as, to his god, the yet unfashioned 
and invisible, he made consecrate his first 
vow against the priestly tradition and ob- 
servance of his tribe. He bowed himself 
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to the coming incarnation and said, " No 
hand shall make thee, Katchywallah, but 
mine alone. Surely, this day thine eyes 
shall look upon thine own belly which 
thy servant's hands shall have prepared 
for thee ! " 

In the tribe of which Feeti was a sin- 
gular ofT-scouring, each person had his or 
her own particular and personal god, to 
whom alone of all gods worship was due 
to be rendered. And in this connection 
the priests taught (and practice proved the 
truth of their teaching) that at the fitting 
period of every man's life his god became 
manifested to him, and made request of a 
material form, a tabernacle, wherein to be 
worshipped. 

When such a revelation had been given, 
• — as had now been given to Peeti, — the 
priestly requirement was that a report of 
it should be made by the recipient to the 
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heads of the sacred college, in order that 
they, out of their consecrated stores, might 
supply the fabrics and wherewithal for the 
god's making. It was not whispered — 
for in those days there was no whispering 
on so risky a subject — that the priests 
ever modified a too aspiring realisation, or 
prompted an intelligence too dull to de- 
vise a god of its own ; but it may have re- 
mained a silent fact, nevertheless; and 
certainly there did lie somewhere in Peeti's 
mind a memory of how, one day, peeping 
through the rails of the sacred enclosure, 
he had seen some priest superintending, if 
not taking upon himself, the construction 
of a god for a half-witted lad, who was 
considered too old to have been vouch- 
safed no heavenly vision, and was sus- 
pected of wickedly concealing it. 

Against profanation of this sort Peeti 
would at all costs guard his god; and 



GODS, AND THEIR MAKERS 7 

neither should his aspirations be balked by 
priestly etiquette, nor his fair spontaneity 
confounded with the extraneous and la- 
boured conceits of orthodoxy. 

The horrible high-priest, though cere- 
monial thrashings might take payment for 
the omission, should neither make nor mar 
bis god ; and let Katchywallah once accom- 
plish his incarnation, not even the chief of 
the priests dared lay hands on him, to 
make him other than he was. 

Unmothered since his seventh year, 
Peeti had made it the pursuit of his life in 
the years following to elude the dual con- 
trol with which priesthood and parentage 
strove to coerce him ; the occasional cuffs 
of his father, together with the more pre- 
concerted whippings of the high-priest, 
were influences which gave a cordial rouse 
to the latent genius of rebellion which 
was in him. 
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It seems difficult, without being ungra- 
cious to the holiest memories within us, to 
say that Peeti was favoured in that he had 
no mother ; and yet it is a connection in 
which this must be said — this much of 
mothers — that they most of all, and most 
innocently of all, are the aiders and abet- 
tors of the cruel spinners of priestcraft. 
They undo our swaddling bands only to 
render us up into a deeper bondage, and 
wash off the dew of our birth by a chrism 
which is one of shame and denial. 

Peeti was by favouring chance saved 
from that trap set in the affections, and 
left with free feet to enter on the road to 
which his rebel genius pointed him. 

His father, a dull-witted keeper of cows, 
paid small heed to the wayward output 
of the boy's mind, not discerning its clear 
issue; but the high-priest, of mean yet 
wary intellect, kept upon him a watch of 
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uneasy distrust, took stolen views on his 
privacy, and, when opportunity arose, 
struck; effectually ridding Peeti*s heart 
of all love whatever toward the institutions 
of priesthood. 

Thus in Peeti's short life hatred and fear 
of the high-priest had alternately stimu- 
lated and stricken the active Right of an in- 
tellect by no means ordinary. But now at 
length the sense of a god's patronage over- 
bore former fears and scruples. Katchy- 
wallah, his own god, was come at last to 
enfranchise and to rescue ; and Peeti made 
firm resolve that the fashioning of his god 
should be all in his own hands. 

He sprang from the litter of dried 
grasses which formed his bed, and went 
grubbing and burrowing in one corner of 
the cabin; and as he did so, already his 
wonder grew into admiration of a deity 
who had, by divine foreknowledge, caused 
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him to lay up this store of his own shed 
teeth which he now unearthed. 

There was yet chillness in the air, and 
on the level lands no sunlight, so early 
was it when Peeti, provided with a flint- 
knife and his handful of teeth, slipped out 
at the rear of the hut in scanty native 
attire. Off he went, lancing his long shanks 
through grey watery grasses, making 
for the sheer hillside that soared thickly 
wooded toward the upland above. So 
sheer was it that the pines seemed to be 
toppling down from their high roost, as 
they strained perilously upon the great 
claw-like fibres of their roots. On their 
crests they wore the gleams of the rising 
sun ; but the lowlands still lay in shadow. 

The quiet caution of the boy's half- 
sliding motion changed into reckless 
leaping when he found himself on the 
further side.of the gourd-fields, which lay 
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back from the village against the lower 
slopes of the hill, and within cover of the 
high hanging woods. 

Carrying along a large gourd which he 
had filched in passing, he sprang fearlessly 
upward. Scant brown blades and patches 
of bare hill-soil glowed tawny in the level 
morning light; over them streaked the 
deep bloomy shadows of the pine-boles, 
warped sinuously to left and right by inter- 
lacing roots that weaved ridges and hol- 
lows into the soil. 

Over the steep climbing ground Peeti 
followed his flying shadow on an ascent 
that became ever more precipitous. The 
higher he went, having cleared the belt of 
the woods, the more distinct grew the 
sound of things distant, — the fainter of 
things in the underlying valley; for the 
height bore him up within hearing of what 
was afar, while it made more effectual 
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the division between him and the cabins 
which clung round the hill's base, and were 
yet so close that, but for the woods muf- 
fling the ground between, he could from 
where he stood have cast a stone into the 
midst of them. 

Now he heard from distant cups and 
hollows of ground the bleating of sheep 
and the mellow lowing of cattle, and from 
beyond far off headlands, over long 
reaches of sand, the roar of the ascending 
sea. 

And now the wind came, filling his ears, 
letting no sound be heard save its own; 
and now lulled, letting such silence be 
round him that he heard far below in the 
woods a new gust panting up the ascent ; 
another moment, and again it came whirl- 
ing past him, lifting him on. 

At length he had attained the height of 
his goal and stopped in lofty seclusion. 
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From knees spent with running he slid off 
in a long sprawl over the hard-baked and 
grassless soil of the table-land. 

He cast down beside him the gourd 
and flint-knife; and carefully depositing 
his treasured handful of teeth, set himself 
to devise a tabernacle for that Being told 
of in the vision, which had brought to him 
a soul, and to his soul its god. 

And since he has chosen solitude, let 
solitude watch over him ! Let us not pry 
with our analytic minds into these ante-natal 
mysteries! Feeti and his god we shall 
meet again in the world of men. Till 
then, leave him alone at his devotions on 
the wind-blown table-land ! 



CHAPTER II 

For the love of a woman they care not a jot. 
They grow their god in a kettle or pot : 
They hymn him with Schumann, Mozart, and what not ; 
With cautious albumen they feed him, or hot 
Red hair from the human. The name he has got 
Is Gorgonal Gnumann. 

They say he descended to them from the skies 
With a difficult alias on for disguise ; 
And him they befriended, and fathered with lies, 
And carefully mended : made taffeta eyes 
Where no eyes were intended ; then, deeming it wise, 
There they ended. 

The Nofidescripts. 

Feeti came down from the mountain, his 
god in hand, terrible to behold. Looking 
upon this creation which he had fashioned, 
he could not but pronounce it very good. 
There, set a-crest of the gourd, glared a 
fierce countenance, such as the god had 
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demanded ; while within lay not merely the 
sheddings of teeth which he had treasured, 
and dug that morning from the corner of 
his cabin, but three more torn forth in 
sacrifice upon that hill-altar where but an 
hour back his god had Iain a-making. And 
beyond all this, the mere punctual fulfil- 
ment of a divine behest, Peeti had cast 
into the features a look of such concen- 
trated sharkishness, and, in the caressing 
attitude of the hands linked on the belly, 
such small gluttonish approval of past 
banquets, that the god must indeed be 
hard to please who could not take natu- 
rally to such a home, and feel godly 
satisfaction in the devotion of his young 
worshipper. 

And Peeti was radiant ; he had secured 
to himself a god beyond all conception 
marvellous, new, and great, and abounding 
in those instincts which cried aloud in him- 
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self for the flesh of priests when rage and 
resentment had dominion over his heart. 
Beholding that visage, he saw, as in a mir- 
ror, his own eager passions for battle and 
for vengeance; and felt that here he had 
one in stern affinity on whom to lavish the 
tribute of his rebellious love ; felt also this 
further tribute drawn from him, and bowed 
his head as he gave it, — the tribute of 
superstitious reverence and holy fear. 

Down out of that seventh heaven 
wherein he had held hours of strange com- 
muning, wherefrom he had drawn such 
draught of inspiration; down from that 
hill-altar whereon the sun blazed ever 
fiercer in its fires towards noon, called back 
to earth by hunger, — came Peeti, god- 
bearing. 

The pines buried him in pleasant gloom 
as he descended towards his home. The 
sounds of life down below began to come 
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noisily upon his ears, — that confused un- 
quiet clamour never to be separated from 
the daily routine of life in a savage com- 
munity. He could hear the neighbourly 
yells of the women quarrelling across their 
doorways ; the babble of children ; and 
now and then loud lamentation from one 
in trouble, or, as might chance, a sudden 
explosion of squeaks and squeals from 
the pig-droves that strayed, rooting for 
garbage, through purlieus of the village. 
Then, above all, came suddenly the dull 
bumbling of a tom-tom beaten within the 
holy enclosure, calling the hour for prayer. 
It came to him with new meaning now ; he 
addressed himself adoringly to his deity, 
and went through the prescribed ritual with 
vigorous devotion. Nine times he bumped 
his head on the ground at his god's feet; 
then paused, and out of the abundance of 
his heterodoxy gave three more bumps. 
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" Because it is your birthday, King 
Katchy," he said in explanation, " and 
because there 's not another god like you 
in all the world." Then he kissed the 
brindled belly, and, taking his god up, 
went softly on. ' • 

"Where is that Aystah, I wonder?" 
he said to himself, as he came out into the 
open space below the pine-wood, and cast 
his eye over the gourd-ground to the group 
of mud-cabins beyond. Aystah must come 
and see Katchy, and scream and bury 
away her eyes ; so, Peeti, proud of hope, 
made hardly a doubt. When carried, 
Katchywallah had a pleasant little rattling 
noise in his inside; but when shaken, 
he chattered his teeth most gruesomely. 
Now he should chatter them at Aystah 
— and then — why, of course Aystah 
must give him a tooth for a peace- 
offering, and after that she should be 
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allowed a corner of Katchywallah's friend- 
liness. 

Aystah was the dear victim of all his 
joys ; she should have first peep, and 
offer the first squeal preluding the sub- 
jugation of the rest of the community. 
So, laying the little horror reverently down 
under a thorn-bush, he went in search of 
his familiar. 

He found her careering about like an 
ass of the desert, ridden by her small 
brother Daz, the whole of whose horse- 
manship consisted in such vigorous flog- 
ging that, had she not clipped him tight, 
he must have lost his balance and fallen to 
the stroke of her heels. 

" Aystah, you sow," said Peeti, " put pig 
Daz down, and come with me ! " 

" Daz may come too? " 

" No, not I he would die the loud death, 
and Peeti would catch whackings for that." 
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Aystah paused to consider. " Will she 
die too of it?" 

" She is to come and see ! " said Peeti, 
oracularly. " I have seen, and I have not 
died." 

To hear, with Aystah, was to obey, 
where Peeti was concerned: her whole 
nature was spent in submission to him ; in 
the light of his looks, and in obedience to 
his lead, her days were turned to adven- 
ture, a thorny road to glory. Her meek 
body had borne many stripes, mainly, if 
not all, for this cause, — loyalty to her 
mad leader. Now too, though for no 
better object that she knew than to go and 
give herself to loud death, the spirit of her 
lord rested upon her, and she girded her- 
self up and ran behind him. 

They came to the entrance of the thicket ; 
there Peeti stopped and crouched down, 
making a motion for Aystah to keep away. 
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''Take care! he may bite/' he said; 
and Aystah squirrelled it to a bough, and 
hung dangling. ** She shall not see it till 
she comes I " Aystah dropped. Then 
Peeti, drawing forth his little monster, 
reared it and set it rattling. Aystah sent 
out a little cry of fear, but not so loud or 
long as Feet! had hoped; nor did she 
turn tail and run away, so as to give him 
the fierce joy of pursuit, with the rattle of 
his god's inwards springing at her ears. 
After her first cry, she took another look, 
gave a little grunt, and rolled stomach to 
grass. 

** Whatever is it, — that thing of Peeti ? " 
she said. 

*' It is Katchywallah, his god." 

^'Bahl bah! what a beast of a one! 
like himself, so ! " 

**If she says it, he bites her!" cried 
Peeti, launching the god towards her, so 
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that the rattle sprang again. Then Aystah 
did scream in a complete and female man- 
ner, rolling over on her face in the grass, 
and throwing up her legs so that no evil 
thing might come near her. 

"She gives him a tooth," said Peeti, 
" and Katchywallah forgives her ! " 

After a good deal of explanation on his 
part, and remonstrance on hers, Aystah 
was got to sit up and feel round her 
mouth to see if she had not a tooth which 
by something kinder than brute force 
might be extracted. She had such an 
one, ripe for dropping, one that wriggled 
and swung as she touched it; for Peeti 
there was long coaxing to be done, 
patiently and with threats, before she 
mustered courage sufficient for the up- 
rooting. 

Sundry little pulls made to look like 
tugs were given, and then a piteous grim- 
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ace. "It's so tight in! Peeti does not 
know how tight ! " 

"Let him feel," said Peeti; and then 
his wicked hand went in at the large 
mouth held guilelessly open, and took 
tender hold. The next moment it came 
out, driven before the wind of a loud cry ; 
but with it the tooth came captive; and 
after the first cry, wrung from her by hor- 
ror of his treachery, Aystah began to for- 
get the importance of her pain as she 
watched the feeding deity. 

She heard her tooth go "clink," as it 
joined itself to Peeti's ivories within 
Katchywallah's interior. And then Peeti 
gave her her reward, biting her, patting 
her back, and naming her "Shadow of 
Peeti." Nay, had another of her teeth 
been at all comfortably loose, she would 
have let him filch it for a repetition of like 
praise, and did a thing much more brave. 
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and in greater merit of kisses, when, 
to please him, she touched with her lips 
the brindled paunch, and said, following 
Peeti's dictation, "Great! oh, great is 
King Katchy, greater than most 1 " 



CHAPTER III 

Quoth Jock, the great Jehoshaphat, 
" What rumpus shall I next be at ? — 
Something to bring me fame enough 
Now I have tamed the Waggery-Pough. 
Why, here 's the thmg to do, of course, — 
I'll curb the slonky Radish-Horse." 

The Agony Column stood at gaze 
While Jock Jehoshaphat went his ways ; 
Over his head across the blue 
The gaudy Pennialiner flew, 
And, like a grasshopper elate. 
He heard the slater-cricket slate. 

But, like pale tombstones thro' the trees. 

Obituary notices 

Gnashed their white teeth at him, and cried, 

" O Jock Jehoshaphat, turn aside. 

Or else the Radish-Horse, no doubt. 

Will shortly turn you inside out I " 

The Horse Tamer, 

Peeti, having won for his god the homage 
he most sought, was now desirous for him 
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to make his entry into the village with all 
the pomp and publicity available at short 
notice. Aystah was sent before as herald, 
to announce the auspicious tidings to the 
women and children of the community. The 
men were out in the fields, for the most 
part, and the rest either hunting or fishing ; 
only the high-priest was left, and he was 
buried in the seclusion of the sacred col- 
lege deep in his studies of theology; him 
Aystah did not think it necessary to 
disturb. 

So, before the wondering eyes of women 
and children, Peeti made triumphal entry, 
bearing his god aloft. He was followed 
by a numerous rabble to his father's door ; 
and here the cravings of hunger asserting 
themselves over the Jove of pomp, he fell 
upon the larder, an^ left it void. Then, 
having partially stilled his appetite, he 
returned to the door-shed and sat down 
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with Katchywallah between his knees. 
There was a general opinion, volubly 
spoken, that his god was something very 
much out of the ordinary way. The chil- 
dren were all beautifully scared, and 
hid between their mothers' knees for 
protection; but there was one strange 
exception among them, and that one was 
Daz, Aystah's small brother. 

He came sprawling and waddling, thrust- 
ing forward his great domed head between 
the knees of the gathered crowd; gazed 
for a while, and listened ; and then slowly 
advanced quite near, and looked full into 
Katchywallah's face. 

Peeti gave the gourd a rattle ; the child 
listened intelligently, laying his ear against 
the god's body. 

" He bite? " he said at last. 

*' Yes. He bites safe enough," said Peeti. 
" Now you hear him grind his teeth ! " 
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Daz tarried the grinding, then gave in 
his assent: ''He gwind him teef; he 
plenty teef. He bite Chumpa-jumb?" 

Peeti went off on a shout of laughter. 
Chunta-jumbra was the high-priest's god, 
an ugly brute, most foul to look upon, ten 
times the size of Katchywallah. Yet Peeti 
caught at the idea and shouted it out like 
a battle-cry. 

"Bite? Yes! Let Chunta-jumbra come 
if he wants to get bitten ! Katch}nvallah is 
small, but he has more teeth than Chunta- 
jumbra; he will bite Chunta-jumbra into 
ten pieces, and fight every piece of him ! " 

But at that Aystah ran in upon him, 
drowning his voice with the clamour of 
her cries, — 

"Oh, big stupid Peeti, hush! They 
will go and telL Don't you know they 
will tell? Don't speak it so loud. There ! 
Hush, hush ! See them now ! " 
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Already there were changed faces 
among the crowd : even these women-folk 
with their dull wits knew that he had 
spoken blasphemy against a priest's god ; 
knew that if this reached the priest's ears 
there would be trouble for him, and for 
them also, should they lend a favourable 
hearing to such heresy. 

"Bah I Peeti does not care," said the 
boy, sullenly. " I say nothing wrong ; I 
say if Chunta-jumbra comes here, Katchy- 
wallah will fight him ; and so he will ! 
Chunta has his own place; let him stick 
there ! " 

The crowd had drawn away ; the women 
were scolding their children into the doors 
of their respective homes. Aystah's 
mother was calling for her also, and 
for Daz. She hoisted Daz in her arms, 
gave Peeti a parting grunt of affec- 
tion, and trotted back weightily to her 
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own home, where at the door-shed her 
mother stood waiting to slap her into the 
house. 

Only a short time and the news carried ; 
soi^e one, willing to win favour, had bab- 
bled it to the high-priest's ear ; and even 
now full grimly he came stepping forth, 
threading his way through the cabins to 
the one where Peeti dwelt. 

Peeti was sitting in rapt admiration 
before his god, when the priest's shadow 
darkening the doorway caused him to 
look up. 

Then he found himself face to face with 
AeArch-enemy. 

^ "^^ Where is this fine god thou hast taken 
upon thee to make?" said the priest, his 
face wrinkled with malice, — "this god 
which is to eat Chunta-jumbra?'* 

" This is my god ! " said Peeti, holding 
up Katchywallah to view. " But he won't 
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eat Chunta-jumbra unless Chunta-jumbra 
interferes with him." 

" No? " said the priest, as he scrutinised 
Katchywallah's comely proportions with 
hostile admiration. "But thou speakest 
foolishly when thou sayest such things as 
these. This god that thou hast thought to 
make is of suitable size, and well begun ; 
bring him therefore to the priests to the 
sacred place, and there finish him.*' 

Then Peeti stood up to do battle for 
his god, guessing too well what a dock- 
ing of his fair glory this finishing would 
be, if the priests were left with a free 
hand. " Katchywallah is finished," he said 
stoutly. 

The very name, meaning, as near as can 
be translated, " Touch-me-who-dare ! " was 
distasteful to the high-priest Yet though 
he greatly desired to divest this god of 
some of his formidable qualities, he had a 
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superstitious dread lest he should be play- 
ing with edged tools. Seeing rebellion 
threatening, he tried more subtle methods 
to gain his end. 

" Thou knowest not, then, how greatly 
it is debated in our sacred orders whether 
a god will at all enter his tabernacle until 
it has been approved of and hallowed by 
the priests. Thou art therefore bound for 
thine own sake to submit thus far to our 
wisdom, lest there be something so much 
amiss in the fashioning of thy god that 
until the offence be removed thy god will 
not consent to come under the roof of the 
abode thou hast built for him. Until, there- 
fore, we have determined whether Katchy- 
wallah be thy god's name or no, and 
whether thou hast devised for hitn the 
body he desires, this remains but a false 
image and semblance of him, and is, to put 
it truly, no god.*' 
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" No god ! " Peeti threw up his head, 
and repeated the words furiously. "No 
god ! no god ! You say Katchywallah is no 
god ! " Then springing forward, "At him ! " 
he cried : " bite him ! bite him ! " and 
dashed his god full in the priest's face, — so 
forcibly, indeed, that it cut him across the 
jaw, and the blood flowed down. There- 
upon, in an access of terror, unable to stand 
against the superstitious dread that assailed 
him, the high-priest turned him about and 
fled, leaving Peeti master of the situation. 

" Oh, my Katchy, you have bitten him, 
you have bitten him ! cried Peeti, in an 
ecstasy ; and he hugged the little god rev- 
erently to his breast. 

After this he reckoned, what indeed was 
the fact, that Katchywallah, having suffi- 
ciently demonstrated his godhead, had 
thenceforth nothing to fear at the high- 
priest's hands. 

3 
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Nevertheless, the next day there was 
great weeping and wailing over the sequel 
to this fine business. 

Feeti, caught at an unwary moment, had 
been taken to the sacred enclosure and 
there tied to the whipping-post, and most 
dexterously treated by two of the lower 
priests, armed with thin wands; while 
over against them sat the high-priest, 
liberally measuring out the punishment. 

From Feeti himself came no sound at 
all ; it was Aystah, who rolled, a miserable 
doubled-up heap, and beat and bit at the 
rails of the enclosure, squealing like a 
small stuck pig over this bumping about 
of her heart's apple, — it was Aystah 
whose weeping and wailing were great. 
Aystah, who, grunting her grief, received 
the poor drooping form from the grim 
janitor at the gates, and covered his 
wounds with healing unguents and me« 
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dicinal leaves moistened by the abun- 
dance of her own warm tears ; also it was 
Aystah, who, strong in his service, hoisted 
her stricken hero with desperate arms, 
and, staggering and falling upon the way, 
so bore him to his own home and laid 
him down in his small dark cabin at his 
god's feet. 

So in his own body Peeti suffered pun- 
ishment for the assault made by his inju- 
rious deity on the sacred person of a 
high-priest. The high-priest went scowl- 
ing about, with sticking-plaster on his 
cheek, and the memory of the bite rank- 
ling in his heart ; yet that same bite con- 
vinced him that Katchywallah was ''all 
there," a god quite sufficiently pugnacious 
in temperament to need no further com- 
pletion whatsoever. 

So Katch)nvallah was allowed to take 
his place among all the other Lares and 
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Penates of Peeti's home, and had pleasure 
in receiving from time to time tribute 
of tooth-offerings from Aystah and from 
others. Peeti, having come to the end of 
his own removable stock, found a con- 
genial occupation in collecting, by threat, 
bribery, and corruption, the teeth which 
were in process of falling from the gums 
of other children of his tribe. 

" Sho ! how fat he will be ! " said Ays- 
tah, as the feeding to repletion went on. 

"Bah, no! All that," answered Peeti, 
rattling the contents of Katchy's paunch, 
** it 's not fatness, it's only appetite to keep 
his mouth watering." 



CHAPTER IV 

He said : '' Thou shalt come to the spaces 
Where the dewdrops render their shine ; 

And the fall of my feet shall make places 
Prepared in the grass for thine : 
And Love shall make thee divine, 

When between shadowing faces 
We taste from one cup the wine." 

She said : ** I will come to the spaces 

Where dewdrops render their shine : 
The fall of thy feet shall show places 

Like stars in the grass for mine. 

And thou shalt make me divine 
When amid shadowing faces 

We drain from one cup the wine." 

21ke Rendezvous, 

Often small are the events which go to 
make up a year of human life, and weari- 
some to recount in detail. Yet a year's 
end may show a being different seemingly 
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to the one known in its beginning; and 
this is so, even when it may be hard to 
know where the events came in, which so 
altered the face and directed the faculties as 
to make new character the result 

Small, then, and unworthy of chronicle 
must be the events in the next year of 
Feed's existence, which leave him and 
Aystah practically as when first met, with 
only such ripening of body and limb as 
a year's growth brings, and such closer 
knitting of fellowship as comes about 
when two unshackled spirits are by days 
of interdependence moulded slowly the 
one upon the other. 

Peeti stood to the level of a man's 
shoulder now, — head and body both shot 
aloft by the importunate growth of his 
crane-like legs. Aystah had fallen be- 
hind in the sk}^ward race, and even now 
the bosom's rise had scarcely begun to 
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give trace of her sex, though in uncivilised 
peoples such development comes early. 

Yet according to the custom of her 
tribe, mere child though she were, the 
years drew nigh in which she would be 
spoken for in marriage; and priestly eti- 
quette demanded that she should have by 
her some deity to take charge of the pre- 
nuptial years, and render her in all things 
desirable to man and fit for fruit-bearing. 

So the intimation was solemnly con- 
veyed to her that with prayer and penance 
and watching she should strive to discern 
what spirit beckoned to her its hand out 
of that great deep wherein dwelt things 
unseeable. 

And, with all her heart intending ortho- 
doxy, she set herself to see some god 
guiding her spirit ; and praying, fasted and 
watched, or, flesh being weak, failed in the 
vigil, and, sleeping, dreamed; and ever 
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over the floor of her dreams came Peeti, 
and Peeti's face lording it over her, Peeti's 
feet ascending to her lips to be kissed, or 
Peeti's feet waiting till she fell down, sur- 
rendering herself wholly to their leading. 

Peeti was her god; though the priests 
importuned and dictated, she saw none 
other; till, at last, being pestered and 
driven, she made and took to her heart 
an insignificant negative for a symbol of 
worship, — a small limp roll of soft fibrous 
materials, with blunt bullet-head a-top, 
dreamy-eyed, and of a snuffling expression. 

" What does he feed on ? " asked Peeti, 
inquisitively interested as he watched the 
making process^ " And where does he 
feed through?'' — for Aystah had left no 
opening for the satisfying of her god's 
greed. 

Aystah considered a little. 

" He feeds on smells," she said at last; 
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" he likes to lie by the fire when the stew 
is cooking, or pig hanging to roast; and 
he feeds himself on the smells." 

Aystah herself was fond of doing in 
like manner, making up in this way for the 
meagre share that often fell to her at 
the family board. 

"Bah! He's a dull sort," said Peeti; 
** but I suppose he suits you, and he 
won't be in any one's way." 

" I love him very much ! " said Aystah, 
earnestly; and three days afterwards this 
was true; he became her foundling, and 
she mothered him with overflowing tender- 
ness. So helpless he seemed, so needy a 
waif from the great spirit-world fallen 
upon her tender mercies. How glad she 
was that it became her sole duty to care 
for him, and lay him within smell of the 
roasts and the stews, and put him to bed, 
and croon to him, and And for him a soft 
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soothing name to go by, as she sang her 
hush-a-bies over him. All this was very 
sweet to the growing woman within her. 

The name she found for him was Hoosh, 
and he fitted to it quite wonderfully, 
becoming well reported of as an accommo- 
dating and inoffensive deity, who took 
life easily, and whatever homage you 
chose to give him unconcernedly, and 
spent his days in sleeping well up to 
his reputation. 

And again a little while goes by, and no 
great change comes in the fortunes or 
circumstances of those whose lives come 
here to be set forth in black and white. 

The close fellowship which these two had 
mutually toddled to find in each other's 
society, while yet they were small brats, 
had grown with their growth, and only 
made them each day more incorrigibly 
inseparable. 
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In their company, at times, went Daz, 
under the dome of whose brows a greater 
intellect than Peeti's was daily gathering 
up its strength; though for the present 
Daz remained a placid and convenient 
dreamer, allowing himself to be lugged 
hither and thither by arms or legs at the 
will of another, without at all letting such 
interference hinder his own cogitations. 
And because Aystah for most hours of the 
day was left in charge of him, it naturally 
happened that he passed much of his 
life in double company, and had part in a 
beginning of things which hereafter grew 
to great issues ; of which more will come 
anon. 



CHAPTER V 

Oh, that high-day in June, what a party we were, 
like water we tan with our heels in the air ; 
There was NebuchadneMar, Belshai/ar, and me, 
And alone on one leg came the Chlmmy-magrec. 

We combed out the miles with invincible feet. 
Or, tired, used the Chimmy-magree tor a seat. 
Or, g<Hiig 'cross country, and wattting a wedge, 
Put the Chimmy-magree to explode in the hedge. 

A Day in the Country. 

It happened one summer's day, when 
the heat was becoming intolerable down 
among the pastures, that Peeti and Ays- 
tah summoned up a languid resolution to 
climb into the hills for coolness ; and since 
Aystah had been left in charge of Daz 
while her mother was out working in the 
fields, Daz was forced to be of their com- 
pany. He for his part had no great objec- 
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tion so long as Peeti would carry him ; so 
with a hoist from the rear he was caught 
up and slung on behind ; and by slow and 
faint stages the ascent was made. 

High up under the pines they found a 
breeze rising to them from the sea, and 
that, with the shade of the trees combined, 
made the tropical heat just bearable. 

In listless fashion the children let the 
hours drag over them; Aystah fondled 
the sleeping Hoosh, whom, as was her 
wont when she went definitely anywhere, 
she had brought along with her. Peeti 
also had on this occasion as a mark of 
special attention asked Katchywallah to 
be of their company, there being particu- 
lar reasons to-day why his god should be 
coaxed to a humour yielding of favours. 

The fact of the matter was that Peeti 
had in his mind a something special to 
ask of his father ; and through his god he 
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hoped to influence paternal judgment into 
accordance with his own views. But 
somehow it seemed to him that Katchy- 
wallah was by no means in a good mood : 
his teeth gave the wrong sort of rattle; 
his eyes were full of malign meaning, 
giving to Peeti cold glances, disdaining 
altogether to recognise his intention to 
please, and through all the elaborate ritual 
with which Peeti strove to make propitia- 
tion, seeming to impute motives against 
him. 

Peeti grew despairing, and for a time 
gave up the struggle ; but without occupa- 
tion for his mind, his body grew restless, 
and he became a very comfortless com- 
panion to Aystah, stretched contentedly 
at ease, and to Daz, greatly given over to 
big thoughts concerning the small wood- 
insects that crawled over him. Yet, so 
long as the sun was high, even teasing did 
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little to relieve the ennui which climatic in- 
fluences pressed upon him ; and the drag- 
ging of the tardy hours seemed to have as 
evil an effect upon his god Katchywallah 
as upon himself. 

At length when the day put off its weari- 
ness, and cool winds came to assuage the 
heat, Peeti and Aystah rose and went drift- 
ing lazily down the hillside, drawn by the 
wind-wafted savour of the green pastures. 

Peeti had hoisted the little one to his 
shoulder, leaving him to cling on as he 
would, for his own hands and thoughts 
were full of his god, who lay looking up at 
him with a disdainful aspect, rattling peev- 
ishly as they jogged along. 

Soon, clearing the wood-ways, they 
brushed out through tall grasses into the 
murmuring lowlands crossed by the level 
sunlight Before them burned and shim- 
mered the broad plain, green, fertile, and 
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flowery, with its kine-pastures dotted over 
by chewing herds. Yonder was the high- 
grassed, in- railed compound, where fodder 
gfrew in reserve for the cold season; in 
whose depth, not to be seen, wended light 
tinkling waters. 

Towards this enclosure, coasting the 
bitten pasture, the children bent their 
steps, and climbing the fence dropped at 
once waist-deep into a plenitude of 
feather-grass and clover. Peeti undid 
the small throttling hands that hung upon 
his throat, and shook the child off into 
a bed of long grasses. There Daz let 
himself lie in perfect content, pulling 
petals from the flowers which the wind 
swayed down to him, and watching the 
flight of large beetles which went boom- 
ing overhead. 

Aystah lay sunward, stretched at full 
length in a long grass furrow, and there 
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dozed with the rosy curtains of her eyelids 
tempering her bedazzlement Hoosh lay 
in the folds of her kirtle, utterly at rest 
Hoosh, Aystah, and Daz, all these had 
rest within and around them; not so 
Peeti. He sat, dull-eyed and anxious, in 
conference with his god. Katchywallah 
sprawled on his lap, looking obstinate and 
cantankerous; his eyes imputing motives 
against all the pious solicitude of his 
worshipper. 

Here was sadness ! On this day of all 
days Peeti lay under the cloud of Katchy- 
wallah's disapprobation. He put his hand 
into his mouth, and felt along for teeth; 
they were all tough and stubborn to the 
touch. Here and there he gave a desperate 
tug, but nothing came of it ; his own 
sheddings were all over; he had not the 
wherewithal for sacrifice. 

He glanced at Katchywallah; Katchy- 
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wallah eyed him back, sullen and sarcastic, 
imputing motives. 

He turned round to Aystah, where she 
lay, wooed by a sunbeam. " Aystah ! " he 
cried peevishly. 

She opened her eyes dreamily, and, 
shading them with her hand, looked at 
him: — 

"Well?" 

" Has the sow another tooth loose yet? " 

She made a pretence of feeling her 
mouth. 

" No," she said, shutting it and her eyes 
also. Once more she was the picture of 
drowsy indifference. 

" She has n't felt ! " exclaimed Peeti, 
indignantly. " She did n't half tug ! " 

"It's not a day for tugging," she 
retorted with closed face. 

" It is, if Katchywallah wants one." 

" If he wants one, it 's Peeti's turn to 
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give it him ! " she answered ; " he has had 
all Aystah's." 

Peeti looked once more to Katchy- 
wallah, and there lay Katchywallah, wide* 
eyed, imputing motives. 

Peeti reared him at her, and set his 
rattle going; but Aystah paid no heed, 
only lay stroking Hoosh to her side. 

Peeti contemplated her and his position 
in grave perplexity. Katchywallah he 
judged to be on the verge of exasperation. 
After a time once more his voice stirred her. 

"Well?" she sighed, out of her languor. 

He was cooing persuasively under her 
dark hair ; the young voice of precocious 
passion, waking the woman that was to 
be, to curious life. Her eyes opened fully, 
but she did not move. 

" Let Katchywallah and Hoosh have a 
battle ! " 

Was it all for this, then ? The woman's 
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soul retired again ; the child adjusted her- 
self to slumber. " No ! " she vouchsafed 
him. 

" But Katchywallah wants it ! " 

" But Hoosh does n't." 

" But if he 's challenged, he must ! " 

" No, he must n't ! He 's asleep." 

" Bah ! He does nothing but sleep ! " 
said Peeti, with contempt. 

'' He is a god. Let him, if he likes 
it!'* 

"What use is a god who does nothing? 
Why not leave him at home under the 
bed, or in the bed, if he's asleep?" 

** He likes to watch the cows," said 
Aystah. 

" When he 's asleep ! " 

" He likes to smell them." 

"Bah! he has a pig's taste!" sniffed 
Peeti, and flounced back into the grass, 
resigning himself to defeat. 
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Soon he heard soft breathing and a 
chumptng sound; one of the cows was 
straying near. He looked up; it was 
"White-smut," his father's milcher. The 
balm of her udder flowed strongly across 
his senses ; he affected distaste, and turned 
to Aystah. 

"Your pig god of smells likes that?" 

But Aystah replied not; her face lay 
placid in sleep. 

Peeti leaned across her, and drew Hoosh 
from under the slackened hand. The battle 
should be, after all 1 He laid Hoosh, lank, 
limp, and invertebrate, against one knee, 
propping him; then he roused Katchy- 
wallah, and sprang his rattle. 

Hoosh waggled feebly and fell into the 
grass. Aystah had spoken the truth ; he 
did not want to fight 

" Bite him ; bite him I " Peeti pounced 
Katchywallah down, burying his jowl in 
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the folds of Hoosh's raiment. But Katchy- 
wallah came away with a satiated expres- 
sion; there was no fun in worrying that 
limp morsel, who loved sleep and the smell 
of a cow's udder. 

White-smut came roaming along the 
pales, thrusting her nose through for the 
sweet forbidden fodder of the enclosure. 
But many before her had done the like ; 
there was scant harvest within reach to be 
gathered. 

An inspiration threw its spark into 
Peeti's soul : he took a great wisp of grass, 
and therein wrapped the soft Hoosh ; then 
he crept to the fence, and stretched it, an 
offering to the meek beast. 

"Go and smell your cow's udder, — 
you I" (this to Hoosh). "Coop, coop, 
coom coop ! " (this to the cow). 

The rough, lithe tongue coiled about the 
savoury morsel ; guilelessly the mouth en- 
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gulfed and swallowed down the wisp with 
its sacred inwards. 

Peeti returned to Katchywallah. "We 
will tell her you Ve eaten him, O my 
Katchy! and then she will believe how 
great you are." And to Peeti's eyes it 
seemed that his god winked at him in 
approval. r 



CHAPTER VI 

Cast me o£^ call me, 

Salve me, or gall me. 
Set me to tasks without meaning or mirth ! 

Wish me not, will me 
Any deed to do in the quicksands of earth ; 

Kiss me, then kill me I 

Deny me, receive me, 

Doubt me, or believe me 1 
Honour ? Wilt thou honour me when all 's well done ? 

** Get thee behind me ! 

Little use I find thee 1 " 
So, at the end of the race which is run. 

Blot me out, blind me I 

Tke Supplicant, 

Lost, a flea answering to the name of Charlie. 

Daily Paper ach/L 

Longer and longer fell the shadows ; and 
Aystah did not wake. And now as, after 
that moment of impulse, he sat commun- 
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ing with himself, Peeti began to find diffi- 
culties in the building up of his fiction. 
Some touch was wanting to give verisimili- 
tude to the story, and to gain such cre- 
dence of Aystah as should glorify his god 
in her eyes and in the eyes of all others, 
and keep Katchywallah's approval whole 
to him. How would she receive his word 
that her god had gone down to his doom 
under the mauling of a rival deity, with 
no cry for sustenance, or blow dealt in de- 
fence? There was a clear difficulty: the 
sounds of a strife would have roused her ; 
so, over her sleep, he mummered it. 

Into Aystah's slumbers there flitted a 
wee, weird chirping of distress, dominated 
by the fierce grating of teeth she knew of 
old as the voice of Katchywallah in the 
times when he went forth to war. Daz 
heard it also, and turned his childish at- 
tention; but Aystah sprang, startled, and 
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beheld Peeti, with guilt in his looks, jerk- 
ing Katchywallah up and down in the air 
as though in the performance of a war- 
dance. 

Then fear seized her, as, with instinctive 
clutch of hand, she came upon emptiness 
where should have lain Hoosh in his 
divinity. 

" Where is Hoosh? " cried Aystah; and 
her poor feeble cry, as it came choking, 
was answered in terms of finality: "He 
is nowhere now. He has been swal- 
lowed up." 

And there to behold was Peeti, kow- 
towing to Katchywallah, bumping his head 
on the ground at the god's feet, and cry- 
ing, " Great, oh, great is King Katchy, 
devourer of them that resist him ! " 

** Hoosh, Hoosh, O my Hoosh, come 
out of him ! ** A vain summons many 
times repeated, till the broad-cast shadows 
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of the hills had flooded out the light from 
all that fair plain. From entreaty she 
turned to passionate interrogation and 
reproach ; and as her voice ascended the 
scale of wrath, Peeti's became more re- 
strained and sphinx-like in its answers; 
while behind these two who fought and 
lied and pleaded, in the long grasses lay 
Daz, over whose eyes was beginning to 
dawn the vision of a new god. 

Peeti was didactic, — that a god's ways 
were not to be questioned ; that who was 
she to plead cause against his deity ; that 
wAere a god dwelt mattered nothing, and 
that she could go on worshipping her god 
just as well in the inside of another god; 
that he was quite sure Katchywallah would 
allow it in recognition of past tooth- 
tribute and hope of more to follow. At 
which last argument there was great wring- 
ing of hands and wailing. "To think,*' 
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moaned Aystah, " that he should be using 
my own little teeth to eat up my own little 
god with ! Oh, what will Hoosh think of 
me? Oh, Hoosh, Hoosh, my blessed 
one, come out of him ! " 

Peeti bore the call confidently, so far as 
Katchywallah was concerned: he knew 
there was small chance of Hoosh coming 
out of kim ; but he glanced not without 
apprehension across the field to where 
White-smut went grazing. 

The grazing did not cease ; Hoosh was 
having his fill of the odour his soul loved. 

Once more Peeti was didactic, — why 
should not two gods join heads into one 
body, and become, to all intents and pur- 
poses, one god? Three stars came shim- 
mering overhead, gemming like drops of 
dew the ever-deepening bloom of heaven ; 
he drew on their glance and shine for larger 
inspiration. " Why not three? *' he said ; 
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and Daz heard him, and caught his breath 
for the vision. 

But Aystah would find no comfort in 
such subtleties of doctrine. Her loss 
weighed dismally upon her; nor could she 
with the eye of faith discern through the 
supreme egoism of Katchywallah's out- 
ward appearance any grounds for hope 
that so equitable a process as a joint 
partnership was likely to be taking place 
between him and Hoosh. Hoosh, it 
seemed to her, was wholly absorbed, was 
reduced to a mere ingredient, within the 
stronger personality of this rival deity; 
and now, for all she knew, he lay most 
grievously bitten and maimed in the inner 
darkness of a grizzly torture-chamber, be- 
coming every moment that he lay there 
more bitten, and more maimed, by the 
digestive working of Katchywallah's inner 
man. And once more, while Peeti la- 
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boured at his periods, she felt with fresh 
horror the piteousness of the tragedy, 
the thought not to be borne with, that 
her teeth were being now used as instru- 
ments for the torture of her own god. 
She seemed to see them at work under 
the malign direction of their present pos- 
sessor, now grinding, now chewing, now 
gnashing, now fraying, making mere pulp 
of her poor reft pledge of immortality. 

She bent her head forward, and laid her 
ear against Katchywallah's belly. 

" Listen ! " she said. 

There was no sound, not the slight- 
est: Peeti treasured his fable far too well to 
risk detection with any fresh counterfeit 
now. 

" Perhaps he is dead," he flung out by 
way of suggestion. 

Aystah shook her head. "No, not 
dead : gods cannot die." 
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She glanced up, white and dreadful 
Suddenly her two hands flashed out like 
claws, and grabbed hold of Katchywallah. 

For one brief instant, while she grasped 
and tore, the teeth within jarred hideously. 
Then, Peeti, panting and frantic, snatched 
victory and leaped back, rearing Katchy- 
wallah high over his tumbling curls. 

" Oh, you blasphemer ! " he cried, bright 
with anger. And Aystah crouched pas- 
sioning in the coming dews and glared, 
thwarted and haggard, ready to spring. 

" Oh ! " he menaced, shaking the god 
over her, and then at one bound cleared 
the fence, and, skirting the straggling herd, 
ran fast homewards, with the bright after- 
glow failing round him. 

And Aystah, spent with foiled passion, 
dragged herself up, and bade Daz come. 
Hoisting him to the top-rail of the en- 
closure, she herself clambered across, and 
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took the heavy young weight in her arms, 
kissing him, with tears between, and went, 
skirting the herd, in Peeti's foot-track, most 
god-forsaken of all her tribe : more god- 
forsaken than the little one in her arms, 
for in his brain new-born lay the vision of 
his god. 

But, to herself, Aystah seemed to have 
been reft at one blow of the godhead to 
which she clung, of the godhead which 
clung to her : of Peeti's comradeship and 
Hoosh's mild trust. In all the world 
there seemed no happiness left for her ; 
the narrow horizon of her young life was 
overclouded with this double woe. 



CHAPTER VII 

" * Henceforth/ he said, * O soul, 
Build thee new barns, and store 
The good thou dost control I 
Yea, toil not, live at ease. 
And taste life to the lees ! ' 
* Thou fool, thou fool I ' said God ; 
' This night of thee I do require thy soul.'" 

The House-holder. 

Peeti slipped to his small hutch in the rear 
of the house, and set Katchywallah down, 
kissing the brindled belly to which he had 
striven by all the lies in his power to bring 
fame and homage. He awaited his father's 
return in confidence now: Katchywallah 
would see that his desire should be satis- 
fied; Katchywallah's eye no longer im- 
puted evil motives ; there was no question 

5 
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but that the god was abundantly satisfied 
with his servant's devotion to his divine 
interests. 

It grew late, and Peeti became hungry; 
he had not eaten except a few raw roots 
since daybreak; and when the milk 
pitcher and the black bread-cakes stood 
warm upon the board he would bless the 
head of his father. 

He wanted something to do, to fill up the 
time of enforced waiting, and his thoughts 
naturally flew to his play-fellow, whose 
god he had ravished from her keeping, 
and whom he had left in anger. 

What was sow Aystah doing now ; had 
she gone home? He was beginning to be 
sorry for her in his morsel of a soul ; to- 
morrow there should be fine makings of a 
brand-new Hoosh, so like the old one that 
the Grand Inquisitor himself should not 
spy a difference. Nay! his compunction 
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should not wait till to-morrow, he would 
run and tell her now. 

He laid Katchywallah down on his bed, 
and went out to find if Aystah were any- 
where on the road. Not seeing her in 
the track leading up from the pasture, he 
ran to her home, only a dozen steps from 
his own. Her mother was squatting in 
the doorway, peeling roots for the family 
supper. 

"Is Aystah home?" he asked. The 
woman jerked her head towards the inte- 
rior ; there was no one in the living-room 
he could see ; so he ran round to the back 
till he stood under the small hole which 
was window to the inner cabin. He 
caught hold of the sill and drew himself 
up. His eyes could just catch a glimpse 
of Aystah spread out with her face in the 
bed-mat 

" Aystah, you fat sow ! " he whispered ; 
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and a movement showed that she heard. 
" I will make you a new Hoosh to-morrow ; 
Peeti will make him." He saw her shake 
her head quickly, rejecting altogether his 
proffer ; she did not turn her face to him 
or speak a word. 

A sound rang on the stillness. He lis- 
tened a moment, then loosed hold of the 
window-sill and let himself down. 

There were tom-toms and ululations of 
mourning: a dead man was being borne 
into the village; he knew that sound 
from of old; with a boy's instinct for 
horrors, he clapped on speed, and flew to 
meet it. 

Other boys were running too, and the 
women were clustering in the open before 
their doors ; for every one knew that sig- 
nal of mourning, frequent enough in a tribe 
so precariously governed, bound daily to 
struggle for existence in perilous places. 
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The fisheries brought many a death to 
the community, but few bodies: the 
sharks took those. The chase added its 
quota; and human strife and passion gave 
many a swift ending to the wild lives that 
strove for maintenance, one against the 
other, on the barren waste lands, and for 
possession of the fertile. 

A herdsman had run in to the priest's 
quarters from one of the outlying pastures, 
and, at his news, several of the priests had 
hurried out, with death-drums slung on, 
and were gone forth to meet and escort 
the dead body into the village. 

The messenger had hardly stayed to get 
breath before reaping the reward he had 
run so hard to obtain, — that of babbling 
the first news of the calamity to the 
doorway gossips. 

The whole place was agog, and the his- 
torian quickly besieged with clamour. 
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But he had barely started on his narration 
before the first beat of the tom-toms 
struck up from a distance, telling that the 
priests had already met with the bearers 
of the dead. 

An unexplained sight of blood was 
better to the gayer spirits than a narration ; 
and at once a dozen boys' feet slapped and 
pattered over the beaten ground, as away 
flew the whole covey of them to the feast 
of seeing, which was believing. 

Peeti came at full launch, fleeter of foot, 
but behindhand of the rest He passed 
the more staid gossipers who swarmed 
about the holy precincts without any pause 
for inquiry. As he went bounding by, 
he was seen, and an exclamation fol- 
lowed him, bidding him stop. One, a 
woman, flung herself in pursuit of him, 
but gave up, and, screaming with all her 
lungs, sent the news after him. 
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He heard a shrill voice naming " White- 
smut," his father's milcher ; and his heart 
gave a great thump and sickened: was 
White-smut dead, slain inwardly by the 
outraged Hoosh? 

The loss, the probable destitution of his 
father, was, after the momentary thrill of 
superstitious terror, the consideration 
which gave the first smart to Peeti's 
remorse. But soon fear of discovery and 
of peril to his very life gathered over him 
in mastering horror. Superstition had a 
very secondary hold over his mind com- 
pared with his fear of the priests, in whose 
hands, far more than in the gods', lay for 
him the real keys of life and death. 

Hearing the cry, he sprang short and 
stopped, his knees failing him. His run 
had taken him a good half-way towards the 
advancing priests bumbling at their tom- 
toms. Behind him the woman came sway- 
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ing an arm, a zigzag figure of entreaty, 
imploring him to stop. 

"What?" he cried. 

She pointed ahead of him to the pro- 
cession now cresting the ascent. 

" It *s your own father they 're bringing 
in, Peeti ! His milcher went mad all in a 
moment, and had him on her horns and 
knocked him down and trampled him. 
He was dead before another could get 
between." 

The tom-toms bumped and burred 
under the hands of the priestly dancers, 
quite close now, drowning what else she 
had to say. The troop came, clouded in 
dust, right on to where Peeti stood rooted ; 
the sacred dance ringed him in and bore 
him on. In dust and noise and bitter 
abandonment of grief, he just kne\y that 
he had looked on the battered body which 
once was his own father, and had measured 
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within his desolate heart something of the 
horror of Hoosh's vengeance; and then 
knew hardly anything, until he saw them 
laying the body on its own mat-bed, under 
guardianship of its own deity, the unlov- 
able, squat-bellied Glu-glu, 

Then the priests set to arranging the 
chamber of death, making preparation to 
leave it vacant for the dead to take fare- 
well of its god. They set watchers in the 
thatched porch, and the last meal in the 
doorway, for the spirit to partake of as it 
passed forth: these and other elaborate 
doings after the traditions of their tribe, 
which Peeti cared not to stay regarding. 
Lifting the pampas curtain, he crept shiv- 
ering to the back cabin, and for the first 
time since the befalling of so much mis- 
ery had leisure granted him to commune 
with his own heart concerning this tragedy 
of a god's vengeance. 
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CHAPTER VIII 

lips that have closed to life's red wine, 
Could I open you now, and endue with mine, 
The whole long draught of it, honey and gall ; 

I would give you it all 1 

If to your eyes, betrayed of the light, 

1 could surrender my own poor sight, 

I would say as I let the dear thing be, — 
" At last he looks at the world thro' me." 

You would behold, with a start of surprise. 

Old things made new by a dead love's eyes : 

Seeing as I saw then, that day. 

Not a year away. 

The Well-wisher. 

On the bed lay Katchywallah. Peeti put 
him sadly aside, and laid himself down; 
his god was no stay or comfort to him 
now. He bowed his face between his 
knees, and abandoned himself utterly to 
the desolation that enclosed him. 
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In a way solitude was a help to him; 
it gave room for thought, and time to 
probe down into the full depths of the 
horrible secret with which he had become 
burdened. 

Hoosh had slain his father, not the 
less really because through White-smut's 
agency. Nay! had he not unknowingly 
spoken truth? Might not two forms amal- 
gamate and become one god; might not 
Hoosh have possessed himself of the cow's 
body whereby to work out a dire ven- 
geance; might not White-smut have be- 
come Hoosh reincarnated? 

A horrible distress took hold of him: 
what might not Hoosh do next; whom 
choose for second victim? Himself per- 
haps, — perhaps Aystah ! Alas ! what un- 
bearable calamities now hung threatening, 
except Hoosh were appeased or his power 
taken from him. Outside in the darkness 
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of the night perchance Hoosh roamed at 
large, cruel-hearted as a destroying demon. 
" Oh, Aystah, my sow Aystah ! " groaned 
Peeti, and fear for her life impelled him to 
take action. 

Then, even as he moaned out his sorrow 

over her name, warm arms fell about him, 

'***■' , and his head was taken to her breast, 

Aystah was come, full of pity and desire 
to comfort him in his grief. 

With her there safe at his side, the 
darkness seemed less big with coming 
danger. Though Hoosh was abroad, 
Aystah was here safe-sheltered ; and with 
desperate courage he told himself that 
much might yet be done, and should be 
done by him (some god aiding) ere the 
hours brought the morrow and its evil. 

Aystah, pouring out comfort upon him, 
unwitting of her own peril, made him ready 
to dare all things. But now, encouraged 
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by his acceptance of her pity, Aystah was 
putting forth her own plea, impossible 
to grant, begging at his hands merciful 
restoration of her god Hoosh; and Peeti 
must appear cold-hearted and seem to re- 
fuse even this, preferring so to incur any 
charge of ingratitude rather than to blast 
her with his perilous secret. 

And, oh, how soft and womanly and 
tender the pleading went; and save in 
stony silence he had no way of meeting 
her, and could give her nothing, — nothing 
of what she asked. 

Heavy and hard his was ! 

He turned away his eyes from the small 
quivering face, — a face so full of pleading 
for what he had not power to grant; turned 
away, holding his ugly secret tight to his 
own aching heart, which might not ease 
itself with confession. He seemed only to 
be listening to the bumbling dissonance of 



78 GODS, AND THEIR MAKERS 

the tom-toms, which the mourners were 
thumping in the open before the house. 
He knew then that the chamber of death 
was empty, and that he might enter unob- 
served. Without a word he got up and 
slipped past Aystah, and, lifting the pam- 
pas screen that hung over the doorway, 
went softly to the room where his father 
lay dead. 

The body was covered with a red cloth 
all but the head and feet ; and squatting 
close beside was the dead man's god. 

This loathly god, the oily and repulsive 
creation of the paternal mind, seemed 
now to Peeti his only possible help through 
the coming ordeal. From Katchywallah 
he had striven to get help ; but Katchy- 
wallah had declared for peace; his teeth 
were unmistakably off the war-path. But 
his father's god had presented itself to 
Peeti's mind in the character of an avenging 
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spirit, swift to demand redress for the shed 
blood of his worshipper. Might not he 
and Peeti take vengeance together on mere 
mortal cow, even though in that cow re- 
posed the malign forces of an outraged 
deity? "Who would have thought," 
gnashed Peeti, in his distress, " that that 
sleepy rag of a Hoosh could have turned 
demon-god all at once like this ? " 

Now, somehow, this thing — cow or 
god — must be slain before sunrise; the 
imprisoned, the erst-so-manageable Hoosh 
extracted and restored to its maker; and 
in all this only Glu-glu could help him: 
Glu-glu and one sharp knife. 

He stood looking at Glu-glu in over- 
flowing distaste. The leathern splay-bel- 
lied god returned him look for look out of 
its cold, squinting eyes. Peeti smelled at 
it, — how rancid and rotten ! He thought 
in contrast of Katchywallah's shrill irrita- 
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bility and cleanly appetite ; and soniething 
akin to love for his own god entered his 
soul as he did so. 

With all his flesh in revolt, he put forth 
a hand and shook the god from his pre- 
carious balance. The creature fell into 
his arms with a soft squash, spread its 
pulpy weight over him, and leaned la 
oily anguish against his cheek. 

Peeti staggered to his feet, lifting the 
great leathery bulk in his arms, and went. 
Its long stagnant oils oozed over him, a 
cold slime, a treacherous odour, till his 
heart within him sickened and died for 
loathing. 

The beating of the tom-toms in the 
front had not ceased. Escaping by the 
slit which served for window and back en- 
trance, he slipped out unperceived, soon 
shielded by tall canes and grasses from 
any fear of detection. 
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And now he faced the night in all its 
silence and loneliness, with this thing for 
his sole companion, this thing clamming 
his cheek with its toad-kiss, weighing his 
young arms with its oozing store of oil 

Against the trembling that took him, he 
set his love for Aystah, his fierce anger 
for his father's death ; and for the greasy 
dread that was on him found an assuaging 
delight in the harsh edges of grass which 
cut and trammelled his feet. All under- 
foot lay drenched with dew, but there was 
in it a deep refreshment thrilling his blood 
with desolate comfort. 

Ah, the long slow way it was to the 
feeding-ground, — till his ear came within 
sound of the soft breathing of kine and 
the swish-swish of their feet in the high 
clover. 

Then among the dark moving forms he 
sought for his foe, the white-smutted one ; 
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but she was nowhere, — not down in the 
shadow of the wood-bank, not by the 
wattle-ringed drinking-place, nor up the far 
slope against the hurdles. Counting, he 
found her missing, and stood stricken, 
weltering in the dews, and in his heart 
bearing one more pang. He fired at his 
greasy incubus one mouthful of rage, as 
it lay abiding helplessly in his arms: 

" God without gumption 1 why did you 
bring me here?" 

He shook it: it guttled back at him its 
own name, " Glu-glu," then hushed. 

Peeti looked round ; the night lay very 
hard upon him now, as he trailed back 
hopelessly towards home and the dead 
that lay unavenged, and pale, passionate 
Aystah, demanding her god back of him 
and Katchywallah. 

He did not heed detection now : he had 
failed; all had failed. He went back by 



GODS, AND THEIR MAKERS 8j 

the road which led to the huts, not as be- 
fore, creeping through covert by-ways. 

Just as he was entering the village, upon 
his right something stirred within the sa- 
cred enclosure, and he heard the pecu- 
liar sound of a cow's tongue, coiling itself 
round a swathe of grass. Then suddenly 
it flashed into his mind, — White-smut was 
there awaiting sacrifice, in accordance 
with a superstitious practice of his tribe 
which offered up to the spirit of a mur- 
dered man the body of his murderer. 

In a moment he had scaled the fence, 
and found White-smut tethered. She faced 
him as he came ; her poor meek hide had 
smarted to many blows in the past few 
hours, and the mild beast had been ren- 
dered morose and savage. 

Peeti leaped at her exultingly, carrying 
Glu-glu before him, and brandishing his 
knife for the fatal thrust. 
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Then over the still night air there went 
a sudden angry low: White-smut dipped 
her horns, and out of Glu-glu's paunch 
flew a ripping sound, as with one full 
squirt upon Peeti the god discharged his 
liquors. 

Then over Peeti's limbs fell an ague of 
terror, and out of his mouth rang a cry of 
agony, and he fell senseless, swallowed by 
a horror of darkness. 



CHAPTER IX 

Face to face, now, how can I express you, — 
Bidding your soul leap forth at the word ? — 
Catch the meaning of the eyes, of the lips, and confess 

you. 
Bare as a new-made soul in the hands of its Lord : 

Nay, then ; if I bless you ? 

Ah, you, you, if I clasp you a little with sorrow. 

Moan to you, offer you service alone, 

Pleading my grief, and my desperate need for you. 

Wonder at, worship, and battle and bleed for you. 

Teach me the secret of strength I may borrow. 

Me, your slave till the life-spark 's quelled 1 

** Ah," you mock me, " shall Samson to-morrow 

Cry'Heldl'?" 

Tke New DelUah. 

Too much sorrow had gone over Peeti's 
head in those few last hours for him to 
have given even a backward thought to 
the meaning of Aystah's attempt upon 
Katchywallah in that one brief moment of 
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rage and hate when she had grappled 
with his god demanding of him her rights. 
Pity for his grief had changed her; the 
prayer she had come in to offer was soft 
and pleading; and to his poor preoc- 
cupied heart there had arisen no thought 
of danger when he left Katchy wallah alone 
on the bed, and went upon his awful 
quest. 

He had gone leaving Aystah alone with 
his god ; and she for awhile sat watching 
the door and weeping softly. But, as time 
passed and he did not return, she crept and 
peeped, — only to find the death-chamber 
empty and Peeti departed. Then, when 
returning to seat herself once more upon 
the bed and await his reappearance, the 
figure of Katchywallah lying upturned 
with his toes in the air flashed into her 
an apprehension of hope. She addressed 
herself to cajolery and entreaty, falling low 
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on her knees before the terrible little god, 
and finding that she had indeed a tooth to 
offer him now, would he but restore Hoosh 
to her arms. 

She held the ivory offering before his 
covetous eyes; that, and more should be 
his, would he but disgorge. 

She offered him endearment and wor- 
ship in sad witless words, low-voiced for 
fear of the watchers without: "Oh, 
Katch3nvaUah, greater than most, let poor 
Hoosh go ! She will give you all the teeth 
she has, if you will let Hoosh go ; and Daz 
will have plenty of teeth loose soon ; you 
shall have all Daz's teeth, all the big ones 
that grow in the back of his mouth, if you 
will let poor Hoosh go. 

"Hoosh loves you, and Aystah loves 
you, but we will love you ever so much 
more, if you will let Hoosh go." 

But Katchywallah vouchsafed no sign 



88 GODS, AND THEIR MAKERS 

of yielding; then, as vain prayer and long 
waiting drove patience out of her poor 
dispirited heart, and wrath in, she touched 
him. He rolled softly to one side, grinding 
his teeth as he did so, — grinding them 
into the fibres of her beloved Hoosh, her 
thought was; and then once more, as in 
the field, she gripped him savagely. And 
none was by to stay her hand. 

She deliberately held the god upside- 
down, and gave his gullet a squeeze ; 
but no Hoosh came of it. 

Then she shook him ; and out dropped 
a tooth. 

" Well, give Hoosh to her, and she will 
put it back ! " He ground his teeth in 
empty reply; then Aystah set to work 
shaking. She shook and she shook ; and 
as she shook, out came the teeth in drib- 
lets. Here and there among them she 
believed she saw blood, and cheered 
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herself on to the dreadful task by pas- 
sionate thoughts of her poor god's plight, 
till more than a score of teeth lay strewn 
on the floor. 

Out rattled the last lot, and Katchywallah 
stood divested of power. Still Hoosh 
would not come, shake how she might. 
She cast her eyes round for a wherewithal, 
wishing to probe Katchywallah's vitals 
therewith, and caught sight of a long 
skewer-like splint of wood lying by the 
door. Her whole body quivered like a 
cat's ready to pounce, as she struck the 
splint through the open jaws of the hor- 
rible and perverse little god. She stirred 
round and round, but could feel nothing 
whatever; the bend of the throat got in 
the way. For a while she was appalled 
at the idea of so desperate a measure as 
decapitation, and tried prayer : prayer did 
nothing. She shut her eyes, and wrung 
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out the gullet, which formed as it were 
a stopper to the body of the gourd. As 
she did so, far away out in the darkness a 
voice rang terribly : it was Peeti's lifted in 
a cry of agony. 

Up sprang Aystah : no thought left 
in her but to go where Peeti was, to save, 
succour, or to die by his side. She threw 
down Katchywallah's toothless trunk and 
flew to the door. 

One of the porch-watchers, coming hur- 
riedly into the chamber of death, bulked 
large before her at the doorway. 

" Girl ! what doest thou here? " 

The archaic form of the speech warned 
her what foe to recognise, — it was the 
high-priest 

She slid up the wall, crying and trying 
to get past " Let me by ! " she pleaded. 
"Oh! do let me by! That is Peeti, 
I tell you: did you not hear him? 
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Oh, I must I I must! — you must let 
me go!'* 

Suddenly she felt her wrist seized and 
dragged up to the light ; there, tight clasped 
in her hand, was Katchywallah's head. 

"Ah, that ! see now ! " she cried, voluble 
at discovery. " That can be put on again. 
Katchywallah was sick ; he spat so that it 
came off, — yes, and all the teeth after it ; 
it was an accident. Oh, do let me go! 
Let me find Peeti first: do anything, — 
beat me afterwards ! " 

The high-priest in grim silence pushed 
her back into Peeti's small cabin. Light 
was beginning to streak across the east; 
and he saw the trunk lying, and the teeth 
scattered. 

" An accident ! " he grunted, scrutinis- 
ing the scared face of the unhappy child ; 
then he opened her palm and taking the 
god's head set it on the body again, with 



\ 
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signs and words full of mystery. Then 
he turned upon Aystah : " Atrocious and 
witch-fostered daughter of perdition, thou 
hast brought shame upon thy father and 
destruction to the mother that bore thee 1 
Thou hast done a deed unheard of in any 
land ; thou art cut off from thy people 1 
Be thou cursed ! Be thou cursed ! Be 
thy name a curse I Be the thing whereon 
thy shadow resteth cursed for thy sake ! ** 
He had pronounced over her the terrible 
curse of excommunication ; after it no man 
might dare to touch her. He took off 
his girdle and passed it, in noose fashion, 
round her neck, taking all the time the 
most extraordinary precautions against 
ever coming in contact with her. Then 
he gathered up Katchywallah and all his 
fragments and put them together in his 
pouch ; and having done so, took hold of 
the extreme end of his girdle, and led 
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Aystah solemnly forth in the direction of 
the sacred enclosure. 

Aystah followed meekly, trembling from 
head to foot, not forgetting even in her 
trouble the awful cry she had heard. 
She peered ahead for some sign of her 
loved Peeti, who had uttered that piteous, 
heart-rending call for aid. 

There were many people gathered round 
the enclosure-gates, in loud-voiced ex- 
clamations of rage and horror. As the 
high-priest and his victim drew near, the 
crowd broke, and out came two priests 
dragging Peeti ; round his neck also a 
noose was drawn tightly, and on each side 
the people shrank away as he passed, 
none willing to touch him. Like Aystah, 
he was being led, accursed of gods and 
men — was it to death? 

The temple-janitor opened the gates; 
they were led into the precincts. 
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Away from the main building stood a 
small sort of stone box ; it was the prison 
of the Inquisition, a dark beastly hole 
without light or air. The entrance was 
unbarred ; Aystah and Peeti were driven 
in like sheep. No man spoke to them ; 
no man touched them. The door clapped 
to again, and all was dark as death. 



CHAPTER X 

" You should take all 
The kisses I 've got, 
If kisses could fail 
Dear Life," quoth I. 
" If Life failed not 
In the night's dark fall 
To avail." 

** You should have the whole 
Whatever the end : 

(Ere the Fates that live 
Wrung friend from friend), 

Though fierce Love stole. 
While the years cried, * Give I ' 
You should take the whole ! " 

But the giving stops 

That we strive about : 
Though Love aches out 

Upon wild fresh wing ; 
Life drops, Life drops. 

And how is Love King 
If the giving stops ? 



Mad Lffuers, 



For one moment Aystah remained stunned 
by the terror of recent events; then a 
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short sob quivered through her breath ; the 
next moment oily arms were thrown round 
her, and an oily face rubbed against hers ; 
and Peeti, gripped by remorse, forgot all 
his own sorrows, in the impulse to protect 
and comfort the one bit of anatomy left to 
him in the world. And she, to get all 
sweetness out of this sudden respite from 
isolating grief, bowed her head on his 
breast, and broke into loud wailings. 
There Peeti held her clutched in an 
angry hugging caress, and would not let 
her go. 

" Aystah, sow Aystah ! " he cried, 
" speak ! I tell you, you are not angry 
with me now ! What have they brought 
you here for? What have you done? 
It was I who did it, — no, it was White- 
smut who did it ; but they think I helped 
her. But you — ?" 

"I? Oh, Peeti, I—" 
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"Yes, you—?" 

" I wanted to get Hoosh back ; and I — " 

" Yes, and I." 

" And I shook all Katchywallah's teeth 
out of him and stirred the inside, round 
with a stick." 

Peeti's heart tripped him : he trembled 
at her hardihood; this was the thing he 
would not have dared himself. 

" And still he would n't give Hoosh up ; 

c. and so I — let Peeti eat me up for it! — I 

/^'pulled his head off, meaning to put it on 

^. again ; and the high-priest came and found 

me with his head in my hand; and he 

cursed me, and put the head on again, 

and said I was *cut off!*" 

Once more Aystah fell to wailing, and 
clung. " He said I was ' cut off,' 'cut off ! ' " 

" They said it of me too, of me, Peeti : 
not one would touch me. They said I was 
'cut off' for ever." 

7 
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"Oh, Peeti, will they kill you?" J 
worship she forget to say "us." 

" No ; now they will never touch ui 
they will only let us die." 

Peeti sat down on the ground and dre 
Aystah after him. He would not let h< 
sit on the hard ground herself, but toe 
her into his lap. 

" Aystah, you sweet beast," he said, " yc 
are very little, but you are brave. Pee 
has taught you ! " 

" I am his sow," said Aystah, whoi 
second nature was obedience to Peeti i 
deed, and word, and thought. 

" Well, I know what they will do ; the 
will leave us here to starve." 
JIj! Aystah shivered. 

But you, Aystah, shaVt starve ! 
3 will tear myself to pieces for you ! " 

|j But at that Aystah cried out on hir 

« No ! " 

"B'l I 

I 

I 

4 
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"Well, Aystah, you shall not suffer! 
Look here ! When you are asleep I will 
do so;" he put his hands gently round 
her throat "You will not feel it; then I 
will do the same." 

Aystah rubbed herself against him ; lov- 
ing him kept her happy. 

To us, it may seem strange that a child 
could speak so of death ; but these children 
came of a race where savage things were 
done with small thought or scruple. Life 
was very cheap, and not much to be 
esteemed ; and death was but a great final 
darkness, swallowing all. 

Aystah's next words were very feminine ; 
she had left cuddling, and was now dubi- 
ously sniffing him. 

" Why, Peeti, how you smell ! you are 
all over oil ; what have you done to your- 
self? " 

Then Peeti made confession from the 
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very beginning ; and at last Aystah knew 
all. 

" It was me, all me ! " said Peeti, wretch- 
edly. " Aystah can curse Peeti ! " 

The other hugged closer, but said 
nothing. She did not mind the oil now ; 
Peeti was so brave for all his wickedness, 
and, then, so good to her, and so dear, — 
ah, how dear! 

Peeti fell into one of his rare brown 
studies, and there was silence for a time ; 
then he said : — 

" I, Peeti, was a bad beast to poor little 
Hoosh ; I had no business to use him so ; 
but Katchywallah, — what a goat not to 
have done better ! " 

"Done better?" said Aystah, wonder- 
ingly. 

" Yes ! he could have stopped you pull- 
ing him to pieces like that ; he could have 
told you the real truth, or knocked you 



GODS, AND THEIR MAKERS loi 

down, or killed you, or flown at you and 
bitten you." 

" Well, he did n't ! " said Aystah, very 
decidedly, her old jealousy for her own 
god reasserting itself; " Hoosh did ever so 
much more : he killed your — " 

Then she put her arms round Peeti and 
kissed him, and lay quiet, grieving for 
what she had said. 

After a while, they heard a crowd gath- 
ering itself without, an excited babbling of 
voices, and the banging of a big drum 
calling the people to solemn assembly. 
Then they heard cymbals, and a proces- 
sion of priests go by, and soon afterwards 
the petitional form of sacrifice. 

"It is White-smut," whispered Peeti. 
Soon afterwards was heard a dull sickening 
thud, and the moan of a brute in pain ; 
and the two prisoners knew that White- 
smut was paying her part of the penalty 
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for the eating of the indigestible Hoosh. 
Then there followed the quartering and 
dividing up of the victim : the good por- 
tions would go to the priests ; the entrails, 
heart, and lungs would be burned in sacri- 
fice to the gods. 

Suddenly there came a shout, a cry of 
horror: the mangled remains of Hoosh 
had been found : one more atrocity to be 
laid to the charge of the two frail pieces of 
humanity awaiting their fate in the prison 
of the Inquisition. 

" Poor, poor Hoosh ! " murmured Ays- 
tah ; " I hope he knows how sorry we are 
for him." 

Perhaps Peeti was not so sorry as Ays- 
tah ; at all events, there was no longer the 
chance of Hoosh careering revengefully 
about the world in the form of a cow ; and 
for that, as being likely to concern Daz 
and a few others, he felt bound to be glad* 
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Outside a louder discussion began^ 
whose import neither Aystah nor Peeti 
could gather; but they guessed well 
enough that their own fate was there 
weighing in the balance. 

" I wonder," said Peeti, as they sat wait- 
ing, "whether they will put Hoosh and 
Glu-glu and Katchywallah together again, 
and send them, when we are dead, to the 
Island of the Secret Mysteries." 

His question had reference to an imme- 
morial custom of his tribe, — the sending 
of the gods after the death of their owners 
to a sacred island some twenty miles dis- 
tant, never trodden by the foot of man, 
whose shores, guarded by reefs, no boat 
had ever approached. 

Thither the gods went, when death took 
from them their worshippers ; from thence 
they were supposed to ascend once more to 
the unseen world from which they had come. 
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While Peeti and Aystah discussed this 
absorbing topic, as concerning their own 
personal deities, decision had been made 
with respect to themselves which led after- 
wards to some strange and important re- 
sults, and (what we are most immediately 
interested in) brought it to pass that Ays- 
tah and Peeti did not end their days in the 
prison of the Inquisition by strangulation 
or otherwise. 

Hardly two hours had passed when the 
door of their cell was thrown open, and 
the two criminals were led cautiously forth 
into the full assembly of their tribe. 



CHAPTER XI 

Oh, ye of mightier current, ye who flow 
Triumphing to the billows, and ride on, — 
Warmth-giving gulf-streams I may no freshet creep 
Softly between your arms, and take the deep 
Borne on your bosom under stars and wan 
Mid-ocean moonrises to which ye go ? 

And with much buffeting, led on by you, 
Flow near, and toi^ch some legendary land. 
Around whose shores vibrate Orphean strings. 
Where with calm throat out-passioned Sappho sings, 
And Homer's eyes guide an unerring hand 
Over a Troy built up and sung anew I 

Song-River, 

Once more, in the glare of day and under 
the scowl of many eyes, Peeti and Aystah 
heard the curse pronounced against them : 
their doom they did not hear; but there 
was no mercy in the faces of their accusers, 
they had nothing to look for but death. 
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Round them, but ever at a distance from 
them, a solemn procession was formed, — 
the high-priest leading, with his god borne 
on an ark behind him. After him came a 
rabble of priests and servers; then the 
Inquisitor, holding a long cord to which 
were fastened Aystah and Peeti, — the 
cord going noose-wise about the neck of 
each. Thus they went, two poor unbruised 
bodies, shivering forth in terror from the 
only human midst in which they had 
learned of life and life's criticism. Encom- 
passing them round, diversely devilish and 
uniformly horrible, rose in dense array the 
gods of the community; they, soaring 
aloft on staves, or pendent like flagged 
emblems in a procession, hemmed out the 
sweet land and the last glimpse of home, 
saddening the daylight around them, and 
quickening in the children's hearts their 
apprehensive dread of the death that lay 
before. 
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The procession set out upon its route; 
turning away from the hills, it bore down 
towards the greedy white-snouted sea. Not 
till the great note of the sea swelled in over 
the tumultuous clamour of men, did Peeti 
guess to what this was leading; then he 
clutched Aystah's hand, striving by dumb 
sympathy to sustain her courage in the 
coming ordeal ; for at the sound his fear 
had shaped itself, — they were to be cast 
to the sharks. 

But upon the shore the priests halted a 
space, while some of their number dragged 
down to the water's edge a roughly con- 
trived raft, small yet seaworthy, similar to 
those which were used for conveying the 
gods to the Island of Sacred Mysteries. 
The shore where they now stood was never 
used by fishermen ; their landing-place was 
round to the south side of the island. 
From this spot only the rafts went bearing 
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the gods back to their unknown land; 
now from this spot were Peeti and Aystah 
to go forth to the doom which the gods 
alone could award. 

So it had been decreed against these 
the greatest criminals who had ever passed 
under the yoke of priestcraft ; * ind the 
priests, loosing their hands froni a task 
past their ingenuity of contriving, — the 
task of devising a death-pfenalty sufficiently 
awful, — delivered their victims over for 
such subtleties of torment as only th^ con- 
gregated skill of the gods could provide. 

Round the Shore's edge a mighty current 
swelled and revelledj outbearing through 
rock and reef towards the faintly discerned 
Island of Mystery ; the stream's name de- 
clared its use, — it was " the gods' sea- 
road." By it the gods were wont to make 
dismissal of themselves to the ever secret 
island-stair of their Paradise; by it Peeti 
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and Aystah were now to be driven forth to 
meet a doom more terrible than man could 
conceive or name. 

The Inquisitor tightened the cord and 
drew Peeti and Aystah to take their stand 
upon the raft ;- then ^ith long poles men 
thrust it down into the warm, rippling brine. 
The hlgk-priest threw ashes of accusation 
and curse-water on to the bright childish 
curls; the Inquisitor cast off the rope; 
and amid railing and curses the raft divided 
from the land and, drifting, swung more 
and more into the will and whirl of the 
galloping sea-current. 

Aystah crouched shivering ; but Peeti 
stood stock-sullen, regarding the impre- 
cating throng as it grew away into dis- 
tance. A bright band of the blue sea rose 
like the building of a wall between them 
and him. The shouts lessened and mel- 
lowed in the soft sea-air ; the forms dwin- 
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died, and the rage of them was no longer 
to be discerned ; the very gods in their 
festal panoply grew insignificant, as over 
them rose dominant bright field and 
glossy woodland, and full-bosomed hill- 
country; and all the sweet unchangeable 
land-marks, lifting their heads, came at 
last, irrespective of cruel-hearted creeds, 
to beckon a parting phrase of love to the 
much-exiled ones. 

And at the recognition Peeti's heart 
took life defiantly; he threw out a hand 
waving responsive greeting, brushing, as he 
did so, the cord slung at his neck. He 
caught at it, with mind grown attentive to 
new inroads of thought. Then turning to 
Aystah, he lifted the noose from her 
shoulders, afterwards from his own; 
whereat from the shore swelled higher 
imprecation, thenceforth to grow unheard 
of these twain. For life made division, — 
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the sea's life lapped amply about them; 
the gulls' scream and plume-rattle rang, 
pauselessly; and under them the great 
current galloped, gabbling ventriloquisms. 

Then amid all the wild, kind comfort of 
the open, Peeti turned to the one uncom- 
forted thing by his side, the timorous 
remnant of severed days, — Aystah, his 
boon-love, the erstwhile so sunbright 

Twining, his young arms came warm 
about Aystah's cowering body. Kind 
wight, how he kissed her! 

" Aystah, you are not going to die ! No, 
no ! Aystah, you shall not die 1 " And 
put of the airy glory that shrined them 
about, and out of youth's reckless persua- 
sion of life's abundance, Peeti preached 
hope into her she-heart and certainty into 
his own: "No, nol Peeti speaks: you 
shall not die ! " 

Before two hours were passed, they 
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had come, current-borne, almost halfway 
from island to isle; each lay blue, a 
mound of beryl above: g; flashing plain of 
sea-sapphire. Round and about; in the 
raft's vicinity, Peeti had : begun,. tQ miark 
great fins in circuit;; and? now and < th^n ^ 
pale edge of ^ hidden :b<ilk glm^d through 
a shallowing wave.'> It was thie first thing 
which seemed' to ally itself with the. life 
just left behind, -i- this malign power of ithe 
sea, t' sinisterly strong, on. the prowl for 
prey. ; - 

Peeti:watched the great wretch growing 
bolder as. it f narrowed its circling beat 
Aystah lay close wouitd in his arn^ ; now 
and then her lips kissed the flesh of her 
boy-lover; she did not turn her eyes sea- 
ward, and Peeti kept her ignorant of the 
shark's nearness. : 

Presently the shark came shouldering 
through the light lapping waves, clean to 
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the raft's side, brushed by, and swept 
round ; . once more, and this time it jerked 
its tough snout, sheer into the frail-lashed 
framje.. .Peeti,^who,had g;a|Oiered the rope 
threefold in his hand, with the two noose- 
knots at. the, length's end, struck sharp, 
more in wrath than fear, bringing the rope 
forward with all his force on the shark's 
head, — a mere feather-stroke to the 
tough-skinned , monster, but .enough . to 

startle it oft cowed. 

f . » > ■ • ■ • 

" Kajtcby wallah i '/ he jeered after it 
Aystah had started up as the raft shivered, 
in titn^, to see ^the^ stroke. and understand 

'">■!* .,'•'* ■!.'■ 

somewhat . of • the deep heterodoxy of 

Peeti's exclamation. . He caught her glance, 

questioning and apprehensive. " Yes 1 " 

he cried as if to a contradiction, "just 

Katchywallah's sort, — curse such 1 " 

Then he stormed of the gods to her. 

The gods I he would have none such more. 

8 
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The gods ! his fiery heart came fresh from 
the indignation of its spiritual tramplings, 
its fury, and its loathing. Glu-glu he 
mocked at, torn by a common cow; 
Katchywallah, submissive to female den- 
tistry; Hoosh, cow-eaten; and the spirit 
in them, if they lived, mere devilry ! 

"Hoosh was no devil!" protested 
Aystah, 

" Hoosh ! " Peeti laughed back, " Hoosh 
was you, — the worst of you ; Katchywallah 
was my worst. Aystah ! " cried the young 
prophet, rapping shrewd knuckles at the 
gates of light, " our gods are ourselves, — 
the greedy parts of us, the lust, the cruelty, 
the love of evil ! Oh, curse such ! curse 
such!" 

Aystah put her fingers to her ears, fright- 
ened by so much vehemence. The terror 
of sharks, the lurching of the raft, made 
death still seem very near and very bitter 
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to her ; why was Peeti terrifying her thus, 
railing against the gods? She shut her 
eyes, but opened them again when she 
found Peeti kissing them, contented that 
he said no more. 

The raft swung round in the current; 
they looked ahead and saw the Island of 
Secret Mysteries rapidly growing near. Its 
hills still lay blue, high up in the sunny 
haze of heaven ; but over their base lay a 
tint of green verdure, and one foreland, the 
nearest point, flashed white against the sun. 

" Aystah," said Peeti again, " you shall 
not die ; you shall live ! Yonder there are 
trees. See ! " — he lifted her on his arm — 
" are not those cocoa-palms and banyans? " 

The raft was tearing along in a tremen- 
dous current, so that at times the sea washed 
foot-deep over it. Peeti redoubled his 
assurances to rouse hope in Aystah, 
laughed as though all anxiety were set at 
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rest, and, swilling .his hands, in the water, 
*' Now," said he,^ "I will wash," and suited 
the action to tl^e,yrords. . 

Aystah watched him industr^uj^ly 
rubbing and scrubbing; ]^,spifled» at-her 
ov^,Jbi$ §houldefr,T-T-."Help 4ne yrashioff 
Glu-glu|" . : .. : . . , ..^ . , , 

,;Sh^came mechanically .ai]|d- rubbed his 
dear brown shpujders,: but did, not smile. 

" Peeti," she said at last, " do you think 
where we are going to, and what thing it 
is waits us over there?" She pointed 

Peeti looked interrogation. 

" Death ! " she answered. " The gods; 
th^y are there, the gods are." 

"Oh,, the gods!" Peeti tossed up his 
head. " What does sow Aystah think ! 
SheJl^^illed one, and White-smut two. 
Need -we trouble pur hea^s.s^l^Qut them?" 

Aystah . looked sorrowfully at him, 
unconvinced. 



GODS, AND THEIR MAKERS 117 

Peeti turned to watch the approaching 
island; suddenly he sprang to his feet, 
straining his eyes, and crying, — 

"Aystah, lookl There are crowds of 
people all about ; look, you look I " 

She looked. More and more clearly she 
saw little da'rk specks moving ^cver the 
shore, crowding down to the sea's edge. 

Nearer; and Jhen her eyes, .^b^rpened 
by Tear, ' SkW ifirst what Peeti's remained 
Ignorant of. 

" It ts^ fhe gods I " she said under set 
teeth. 
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CHAPTER XII 

Life is pain ; but the breath 

Life draws is bliss. 
And the sorrow of life is death, 

Where no pain is. 
And we hunger and thirst for a pain 
That may bring np gain ; 
And we shudder and shrink from the guest 
Who shall give life rest. 

For the bliss, though death bring ease^ 

Is surrendered then, 
And dearer than this are these, 

The desires of men, — 
To fight, and to strive, and to strain. 
Through sorrow to gain 
Bare knowledge ; and sink at last. 
With its fruit held fast. 

The Desire of Life, 

Most of us have our preconceived notions 
about a world beyond, sticking tight to a 
point of view we will not have altered; 
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generally we are far more stiff in our 
assertions concerning it than we are in 
other matters where we have larger ground 
for knowledge. 

Circumstances are to us irresistibly mis- 
leading ; country, class, education, fortune, 
or calamity, all these warp our true per- 
ception and power to gauge how much we 
may truly be said to know. 

Peeti, in his fresh scorn of the gods, was 
unprepared to admit that there had been 
any potency in them at all ; far less to con- 
ceive that they could live and move inde- 
pendently of man's will or man's knowledge, 
in a place apart from the working of man's 
spirit. The doctrine of a great sect, that 
graven images of things which live will 
after death demand souls from their makers, 
had not been dreamed of in the philosophy 
of his people. 

Nay! the enlightened reader himself 
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may find this a hard philosophy to i 
front and swallow, ;and may altoge 
refuse to be landed on a' shore where s 
a fantasy asserts itself for real truth, 
which he has freer ' dioice than was^ 
to Peeti or AystaH, -^-'the gredt-sea-cur 
bearing them on.' These two were bo 
to go on whither they would not f ■ ■ 

" It is the gods t " Aystah had crle 

Yes. For a moment Peeti was read; 
laugh her down ; but, in another) convic 
seized Kim. Yes! without doubt it: 
the gods, waiting in their ' thoitsa: 
vindictive, blood-thirsty, without' pity. 

He turned gaitly to Aystah. The 
bore theth on, wAvi over- wave. C 
more his ' fingers closed' round '■ the 
warm throat of the life he loved. " 
me, Aystah! This will be best" 

" But you ? " it was Aystah who sp 
now; "what will you do?" 
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" Oh ! I — " he glanced at the clustering 
forms, swarming like ants on the shore, — 
"I shall let shark Katchy take me: that 
will be best." 

" Kiss me ! " she said ; and he kissed her. 

*' My own good little sow ! " 

She tobk his' hstnds,^ and' s)dt them round 

t • * • 
her neckl "You may now," she said,^and 

I . ♦ • • • • 

cuddled to him'with eyes clihcHed. 

But short moments brihg to pa^s great 
changed ; and' while these two ^i5bTce*arid 
kissed and clung, with words *'ahd' kisses, 
all to6 short, as it seemed, tb tKem. tlie 
mighty current had swept them through* a 
break in the r6efs, within the enclosure of 
a small bay formed '" by a two-headed 
promontory. ' ^ ' 

Under the further hieadland lay a great 
natural arch of rock, through which the 
current foamed and churned, breaking 
away once more for the open sea. 
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But even while Peeti and Aystah h 
each other in a frightened embrace, 
shadow of the first headland fell upon 
raft, covering it at one and the same ti 
in coolness and gloom. 

Feeti felt the change, and glanced i 
but at once his eye was caught by 
sight ahead, clearly seen now. There 
the scoop of the small bay clustered 
numerable gods of all shapes and sizes 
some with heads and some with nc 
centipedes some, triple-jointed some, 1 
less, armless, bat-winged, fish-tailed i 
finny, lizard-like, wooden, leathery, fe; 
ery, indecent, grotesque, — a tribe with 
common species, a community with 
kinship save in competitive uglin 
There, at a stone's throw, stood the wl 
assembly of the gods, watching the arr 
of their prey. 

Down from the rocks, hand over hj 
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came other gods scrambling like monkeys, 
and from the interior more and more were 
making head at full speed for the shore. 

There was time for nothing to be done : 
the current went sweeping the hay, wash- 
ing in upon the strand, casting up wreck 
and driftwood as it came. A piece of . 
broken bamboo came floating beside the 
raft; Peeti seized it, and bent his whole 
strength to keeping the raft from shore. 

The current swept them round ; Aystah 
crouching with covered eyes, Peeti plung- 
ing his pole into seaweed and surf. 
Thanks to the boy's power of arm, the 
stream carried the raft a few yards from 
the shore's edge, right under the noses of 
the terrible mob of onlooking gods. 

They set up a shrill twittering clamour 
of impatience and anger: some danced in 
a perfect tantrum of rage and grief as the 
raft seemed slipping clear; some went 
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scampering alongside, gesticulating and 
biting those who came in their way ; 
a few adventurous ones, fish-tailed and 
finny, dashed out into the sea, and swam 
after, seizing the raft in their teeth and 
trying to climb on board. A clout from 
Peeti's pole made them let go; but still 
they followed on, while the rocks shrilled 
back their ceaseless outcry, more loud and 
piercing than the screams of sea-gulls. 

Suddenly there was a crash : the raft had 
struck on the inner wall of the rocky arch- 
way ; from shock and capsize Peeti and 
Aystah went overboard. 

At first Peeti, swimmer as he was, 
struck out instinctively, casting about for 
Aystah ; but the next moment he thought 
better, and ceased from the search, giving 
himself up to the will of the roaring water 
*' Let us drown ! '* he had said to himself. 
" That is best.*' 
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He felt himself sink, felt sense failing, 
and death closing over him ; and then he 
had consciousness that, drawn up out of 
the surf on to land, he was lying upon 
warm shingles. 

Soon his faculties returned to him; he 
stumbled to his feet and looked round, 
still dizzy and confused. 

Round him he saw the innumerable 
swarm of gods, squeaking, whistling, stam- 
mering, tumbling over and stamping on 
each other in their haste to get at him. 
Down at his feet Aystah lay stretched, 
white and still ; dead, he thought, and was 
almost glad of it. 

Three, fish-tailed and finny, had got 
close round him, and began chattering all 
together : — 

" / saved you ! /saved you ! Worship 
me for it ! It was I ! It was 1 1 " 

" Cha ! Cha ! Cha ! Shut your jaw ! " 
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" I kept his legs from drowning! " 

" I did it I I did it ! Worship me I " 

"No. mel" 

"Me! me! me!" 

" Cha I Cha I Cha ! Shut your jaw ! 
did it, I tell you. I, I, I, I ! " 

" Sweet boy, sweet boy ! Look at n 
Look at me ! " 

" Sweet, sweet I " 

" Sweet, come and kiss me I Come a 
kowtow to me ! " 

"Cha! Cha! Cha! Shut your jaw!'' 

Then came biting and scratching I 
tween god and god ; and whole shoals 
little and big lay grovelling at Fee 
feet, with this one piteous plea to be k( 
towed to and worshipped. 

What could it all mean? Was he li\ri 
or was he dead ? Were these gods 1 
dreaded gods of his country? Hark 
them! 
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One came wobbling, and clambered to 
him over the backs of the others, getting 
its toes grievously bitten on the way. 

" I am the god of your grandfather," it 
cried, — " your dear dead grandfather. Give 
me some worship for the love of him ! " 

" No, me ! I was made first ! " said 
another. 

" No, me ! I was made twice over. I 
came to pieces once." 

" No, no, no ! Cha ! Cha ! Cha ! Shut 
your jaw ! " 

Was all this delusion or dream? Was 
there to be no end to such babbling? 
Peeti began to despair of ever getting to 
the meaning of it. Presently he noticed 
that in their struggles to get to him they 
were trampling upon Aystah, in whom he 
now discerned some sign of life. 

" Get off there ! " he cried, beating the 
gods back with a sudden display of 
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energy, foi^etting, in his baste, to 1 
any fear of them. 

In an instant, a marvel: they 
obeyed. Peeti knelt dovra aad lifted 
in his arms. 
" Aystah t " he cried. 
The babble and shriek went on ; he 
her lips move, but could hear no v 
that she uttered. 

" Hush ! " he cried ; and dead sil 
fell, as the word was passed from moul 
mouth. 

Then he chafed her hands and brt 
and two little deities crept up, and, 
watching him, began chafing her feet 
clumsy efforts, now and again peerin; 
into his face for approval as they did e 
Aystah with slow grunts was begin 
to come to ; Peeti bent down tenderly 
her. 
" You are safe, my sow ! Don't look 
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where ! Keep your eyes fast shut ! You 
are safe, quite safe ; you are not going to 
die." • 

In spite of his words, he saw her in- 
stinctively beginning to open her eyes. 
Laying his hand gently over them, he said 
again, ** Peeti says, don't look ! You are 
quite safe; the gods do not mean to do 
us any harm." 

When he was quite sure she understood 
him, he added, "Look up, now, if you 
like ; only be sure how ugly they all are ! " 

She glanced first at him, then around, 
and shrank shuddering; but Peeti gath- 
ered her up, and made her stand by his 
side. 

"Do you not think we are safe?" he 
said ; " listen, and see for yourself! " 

Then he cried aloud to the assembled 

gods, " I will kowtow to the first one who 

brings me a cocoanut." 

9 
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In a minute the shore was cleared as by 
magic ; thousands of gods were swarming 
up the rocks, or racing madly away in- 
land. Not one remained. 

"The raft, the raft!" cried Aystah. 
" Quick, let us go ! " 

"The raft is broken," said Peeti; "we 
cannot. No, no, Aystah; we shall be 
safer if we stay here." And then he told, 
as well as he knew how, the marvellous 
riddle of the manner in which the gods, 
at his first landing, had welcomed him. 



CHAPTER XIII 

By a kind of theft 

Your feet shine 
On a path which fortune left 

Clear for mine. 

Thus, 't is often thus : 

At a turn 
lies the road. It is for us. 

" Ours I " we yearn, — 

Halt a little while, 

Boot and brace. 
There now ! Down the road a mile 

Others race. 

The Early Bird. 

By a breach in the rocks Peeti and Aystah 
could see a dark skurrying mass that 
heaped and spread itself in a confused bolt 
for a clump of palms standing within a mile 
of the shore. Even at that distance was 
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to be seen how fiercely went the struggle 
to be first. The volleying echoes redoubled 
as the whole herd dipped under shadow 
of the grove, leaving only a trailing rem- 
nant of themselves to drag a maimed 
course along the rear. Then a shudder 
took hold of the trees, and a noise like the 
call of a rookery broke from the tops of 
them. 

Suddenly from the giddiest height a dot 
detached itself, caught feet to life, and 
ran. The cry became one of pursuit. 
The pack, yelping and multiplying, cast 
itself out of the grove and came heading 
violently for shore. Leader went a hairy 
ape-like god with a large cocoanut tucked 
into one armpit; his heels dappled the air 
with flight ; strife followed after, — envious 
tramplings, duckings, and grabbings under 
the flail-like motion of his paws. Nearing 
the rocks, he caught some vantage of the 
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rest, and swung himself single in triumph. 
But now two of the fish-tailed and finny, 
which had languished earlier in the race, 
rose up and ranged themselves fearful and 
gasping before him. The ape-god threw a 
feint to right and to left, then plunged. Suc- 
cess brushed their eyelashes ; they sprawled 
impotently and gravitated, — a stumbling- 
block and a foolishness to the feet of the 
pursuing swarm. 

The ape-god was gloriously ahead. 
Down the rocks they all came on a mad 
scramble, till, committing their ways to 
fortune, they fell, biting, clutching, and 
screaming into mid-air, and lay like fallen 
leaves over the shingle. The winner 
snatched himself and his prize from the 
broken fragments of the chase, and laid 
the offering at Peeti's feet. 

All the time that Peeti was piercing the 
nut and giving the milky contents to 



i 
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Aystah, the god lay, patient and supine, 
amorous of the coming reward. 

At last the boy turned to dole out char- 
ity to the opportune deity. The hairy 
wretch reared itself on its haunches with 
fervent slobberings and small ravenous 
squeals ; its teeth clattered in the slaver of 
its jaws ; its forehead ran into stiff wrinkles 
while it sat horribly expectant. Peeti set 
himself honourably to a task that repulsed 
him; lifting his hands in the traditional 
attitude of worship, " To thee," he said, 
" swift runner, nut-providing deity, I kow- 
tow, I bow myself down, I lick the dust. 
For this be thy name greater than all other 
gods' names until sundown." 

He stopped ; and the god sat fluttering 
its intoxicated eyelids, drinking in the 
sweetness of the sounds which renewed for 
it the meaning of its godhead. 

As the full pause of speech affirmed it- 
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self, its mouth shortened to a round 
grimace in the midst of its features, — a 
look like a castaway's on a raft searching 
the dead level of an horizon. 

"More, more," it beseeched, "a little 
more ! One more kowtow ! This is no 
more than a pull out of bed by the feet 
to my great hunger which has slept so." 

Peeti was for dropping his reverential 
attitude and fetching the ape a swipe over 
the tail, but the poor puny thing's grief 
and its tragic aspect put kindness into his 
scorn. " If you want more," he said, " let 
these feed you till sundown. Till then I 
declare you to be the alone worshipped 
and true god." 

The creature fell rapturously into the 
suggestion, and no god had spirit to resist 
that mandate. With feet planted among 
the bowed necks of deities, it stood and 
hooted to the now sinking sun a pressing 
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invitation to stay his course that the fleet- 
ing hour of its pleasure might be pro- 
longed. 

Then it was pitiful to watch with what 
malign ingenuity it invested with appetis- 
ing charm the moments of its short-lived 
triumph, and explored the delightful nov- 
elty of feeling itself exalted above its 
peers. Rebellion lifted not a full eye in 
that camp of would-be-worshipped ones. 
Long famine had ploughed their pride 
and bowed their godhead to the dust. 
They came and went meekly and persever- 
ingly at the bidding of one who had been 
so proudly replenished in the sight of all. 

Peeti had lifted Aystah and taken her 
quietly from the scene. The awaking 
of her animal wants put courage into her 
sickened heart; and Peeti chattered and 
laughed and clapped hands in her face. 
Night was near; they left the babbling 
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multitude and climbed the clifTs which 
hung steep above the shore. When they 
had gained the top, their eyes could take 
in at a sweep the whole formation of the 
island. 

It lay somewhat in the form of a hand- 
mirror : a mainland oval in character, with 
one long promontory precipitously walled 
running almost clear of the reefs into the 
full surge of the ocean. Over every part 
of the island vegetation pricked up a green 
head; down in the valleys flowers and 
fruit grew rankly together, an amorous 
interlacement out of which hybrids freak- 
ishly sprang. The land's whole area was 
but to the extent of a few square miles ; 
but the naturally trained eye of the savage 
told Peeti that within these narrow limits 
could be found shelter and food sufficient 
and even abundant for their wants. 

Over the sea the day drooped and 
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withered ; out of the clear air clouds were 
forming in rose-clusters or parting like 
fallen petals, here all filmy with sunlight, 
there rayed and shredded to the wind. 
But in cup-like valleys of the little sea- 
braced land came the heavy bloom of twi- 
light, and down into it the birds flocked 
for roost 

Peeti and Aystah, standing together on 
the high range of rocks which dominated 
alike inland and shore, felt as a soft hug- 
ging caress the gracious sense of nest-like 
seclusion which the formation of the island 
afforded. Security was theirs twice over 
against the eye of that outer world which 
had buffeted and shunned them : not only 
in the low swooning valleys, which held 
out to them a lap where the head might 
rest under the bosoming shelter of wooded 
hills, but also to seaward in the long lines 
of reefs which wrapped themselves about 
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like the coils of a great sea-serpent, seen 
thrusting here and there brown spine or 
fin; elsewhere known only by the blue, 
bluer where it roofed the shoals, or by low 
lightening and chafe of foam. 

" If it were not for the gods ! " Aystah 
took heart to say. 

"The gods," Peeti hurled back, "shall 
learn to leave us alone ! Come, let us get 
clear of them now ! Run, Aystah, run ! " 

And away they raced, like a pair of 
young rabbits, skipping and leaping over 
the uncertain ground with the surefooted- 
ness of their tribe. The wind welled out 
to meet them and dashed cool against 
their naked bodies, and cooler as they 
plunged down toward the bed of the 
island, where the day-long shadows had 
stood, wet with a moon of dews. 

Emulation of the race stirred Aystah's 
blood ; with the blithe whoop of old days, 
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she took a grasp of Peeti's hair, then, using 
it for a lever, gave herself the leap past 
and skurried, shrilling at him a challenge 
to pursue. And, even as she shrilled, she 
felt the sharp finish, — such as ever came 
when she set her speed against his, — and 
sank vanquished, protesting and panting, 
beating him off, and wordy to the last. 

So these two found themselves betrayed 
back again by their young blood into the 
same fair fooling as had been before heavy 
things had befallen. Thenceforth Aystah 
was no longer cowed; the shadow of 
man's hand was lifted from her ; and even 
when it came about later on that wild 
things were to be done, Peeti found in 
her two hands help equal to what lay in 
one of his own. 

And now as they stood alone in the 
thickening twilight, freed for a blessed 
breathing space of pestering deities, they 
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presently began to search out a nest for 
the night, and a little fodder to stay the 
cravings of hunger. 

Both wants soon found satisfaction in 
those fallow fields of providence, and when 
after the munching of nuts the sound of 
the grinders grew low, one pile of sun- 
dried grasses bore two tired young bodies 
to a snug shore of dreams. 



CHAPTER XIV 

I have cherries, rotten and ripe. 
(Here you run to the piper's pipe I ) 
Stand in a row, my children wise : 
Open your mouths, and shut your eyes I 

Now I bob to you, — promise you naught 
If you miss the minute to munch. — Well caught 1 
" Mere stones ! " you stammer in mad surprise ; 
But — you opened your mouth and you shut your eyes. 

Fruit of knowledge is fit for food ; 

You risk the rubbish to get the good, 

And guess, ** 'T is God I ** (though in Devil's disguise) 

As you open your mouths and shut your eyes. 

Am I a devil, or am I a god ? 

Pig in a poke, or peas in pod, 

Or possible poison ? — I promise no prize : 

You open your mouths and you shut your eyes. 

And now, when stalks are tough to the taste. 
You curse the giver, you guessed in haste 
To be God, of a gift which your act decries, 
If you open your mouths and shut your eyes. 

Blind Mouths. 

Light crept under the eyelids of Peeti 
and Aystah; consciousness followed by 
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degrees. The sleepers were led up to it 
through a series of mews and moans and 
stretchings and long yawns; but at last 
full sense came to them, and they sat up. 

Pestering deities, sure enough ! Some 
three or four were sitting mutely by, wait- 
ing till the children should awake. 

As soon as their eyes opened, the 
clamour began : — 

" Lost, you were lost ; and we found 
you, we found you. Worship us ! " 

•' Quite lost you were, and we searched 
for you, all night we cried and searched 
for you ; hundreds of us, thousands of us ; 
but we found you. Worship us ! " 

But one of them crept nearer, and, lay- 
ing a water-melon at Peeti's feet for a 
peace-offering, said, — 

"Worship w^/" 

Then Peeti, taking the fruit, gave the 
foreseeing one the reward for which he 



J 
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so hungered ; and the tedious day began 
of clamouring crowds that pestered and 
would not be stilled, save momentarily into 
whimpering quiescence. Until by threat 
or cajolery he might evolve order from 
such chaos, Peeti foresaw that peace could 
not be. 

So all day he laboured to frame and 
establish a tyranny. The gods he classed 
according to their kind, — bird, beast, or 
reptile, — and ranked according to size, and 
appeased with promise of worship. All 
the government was upon his shoulders ; 
and all that he ordained, the gods took 
meekly, in their great hunger for worship 
and their abasement in the low estate to 
which lack of worship had brought them. 

So, trading upon their piteous weakness, 
Peeti was enabled to devise some sort of 
security for himself and Aystah. Few 
indeed and far between must be the acts 
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of worship he could offer to any individual 
god out of all those thousands ; but they 
took his proposals for the most part in a 
subdued and domesticated spirit ; and if 
here or there a rebellious head raised it- 
self, Aystah went forth courageously and 
cuffed it down into silence: therefore it 
seemed to Peeti upon his judgment-seat 
that his law-giving prospered. The method 
of government he devised was somewhat 
on this manner. Day by day in turn a 
section of the gods was to present itself for 
service; and each individual god in that 
section was to receive from him in the 
course of the day the kowtow direct, and 
the right to an hour's homage from his 
fellows afterwards. 

At this point one of the gods had thrust 
up his head and demanded why Peeti 
should not devote himself the whole of his 

days to continuous worship. It was a 

10 



146 GODS, AND THEIR MAKERS 

critical question ; and if it were allowed to 
stand unrebuked might involve Peeti and 
Aystah in a terrible subjugation, mental 
as well as physical. But before Peeti had 
time to consider his answer, Aystah had 
risen equal to the occasion ; she had run 
forward and taken hold of the flabber- 
gasted god, and then and there cuffed 
him before them all, till there was no 
more spirit left in him ; and by the time 
she had gone back to her place at Peeti's 
side, the law-giver had got his answer 
ready, and was delivering it in magisterial 
tones : — 

"Because," said he, "I don't choose: 
Peeti speaks ! " and the gods were silent as 
mice when a cat goes abroad. Then he 
went on to the next point, and the next; 
until by the day's end his law-giving was 
complete. He appointed the section which 
was to enter office on the next day, and, 
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standing up, gave his final word to the 
assembly: — 

" The sections must be punctual in their 
attendance, and I will worship none who 
comes behind time. And those who are 
not required for service or worship are to 
keep their ugly heads out of our sight ! " 
which said, with a final flourish of disgust, 
he waved the members of his new constitu- 
tion away from him. 

So began a new life upon the island, and 
even if the constitution was not a perfect 
one, at least it gave them breathing space 
in which to look round them. 

The gods came with ferocious punctual- 
ity to claim the homage as it became due 
to them ; and though Peeti's soul sickened 
hourly against the indignity, he refrained 
from speech and clave loyally to his 
word. 

To the gods in sections according to 
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their days of service, he allotted taslc 
such things as he could not do for 
supplying of his needs unaided. T 
collected for him pieces of wrecked i 
which strewed the shore, boughs of b 
broken by wind, slabs of rock, and m 
and out of all these materials Feeti 
able to build a hut, that might be alsc 
the nature of a stronghold, for himself 
Aystah. 

Very clumsy, he found, were the eff 
of his deities to serve him ; they were w 
in their joints, badly articulated, unabli 
grasp with any strength. Not one am. 
them had a hand dexterous to mak 
knot; they were in fact as their mal 
had made them, elementary in all es: 
tials, and savagely constructed. 

Yet they took a queer delight in pot 
ing about at his bidding, imagining th 
selves thereby to be incurring his preci 
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gratitude, to be paid off at a future time in 
the shape of worship. 

Those who had been on service might 
be heard at the day's end chattering and 
boasting to the other gods of what they 
had done : — 

"We have builded our servant a 
house." 

" We have digged our servant a well." 

"We have planted our servant a 
hedge." 

"We have gathered our servant fruit- 
stores for the winter." 

" We have collected wood for our ser- 
vant to spit fire into, and get himself 
warmth," etc., etc. 

From which it may be gathered that 
by process of time their servant was mak- 
ing himself much at home by help of his 
masters ; but as yet Peeti and Aystah have 
been but a few days on the island. 



CHAPTER XV 

The Buttercup Bees and the short-homed Devons 
Went into the bath-room and bathed by sevens. 

With the Devons a-top, those daughters of Heth, 

It was vanity, as the Preacher saith. 

But as soon as the Buttercup Bees got breath. 

They milked the short-homed Devons to death. 
Till some gave in, and some gave out ; 
And of those that were left there is n't a doubt 

That they did n't get home till morning. 

Cackle Songs, — The Bathroom Ballad, 

Down to the shore there went a cry and a 
skurry of feet, as the entire population of 
the island went tearing seaward. Peeti 
saw thousands swarming over the cliffs and 
crowding to the water's edge, making ve- 
hement gesticulations towards some point 
on the horizon. 

A sudden fear took hold of his heart: 
might not a boat be coming from the other 
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island to get tidings of him and Aystah, as 
to whether the gods had truly wrought out 
the vengeance deputed to them? Then 
was the Island of the Sacred Mysteries no 
longer to preserve its precious inviolability 
m which he had trusted for security. 

Straining his eyes over the shining water, 
Peeti did see a dark speck moving along 
the track of the great sea-current. He 
cried to Aystah, who came and watched 
where he pointed, and then sprang with 
him down towards the shore of the bay. 

There the gods were jostling and fight- 
ing for vantage, nibbling their way into the 
front places, and making an astounding 
clatter on the shingle. And ever the ex- 
citement grew greater ; the speck enlarged 
and became a raft ; the raft swung in 
under the head of the promontory. Yet 
still Peeti could not see what burden it 
carried. 
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Suddenly Aystah was gripping him and 
crying, — 

"Glu-glu!" . 

Straining his eyes afresh, Peeti saw that 
much, and more. 

" It is Katchywallah, too," he said ; and 
his heart sank, for when it came to the point, 
Katchywallah he still feared. Katchywallah 
was his own god, the mint of his own 
brain, — different from all other gods be- 
fore or after him ; and how would he, 
Katchywallah, submit to be bullied and 
subjected? Peeti forgot how Aystah had 
dared turn this god topsy-turvy and 
shake the teeth out of him; he only 
remembered that here was the god he had 
at once feared and loved, coming perhaps 
to avenge insult and outrage, to rouse 
certain insurrection among the other gods 
by the revelation of the tale of crime of 
which Peeti and Aystah had stood guilty. 
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Even now the raft came drifting and 
grating towards shore; on it sat Glu-glu, 
wobbling and wagging his flappers up 
and down ; but Katchywallah stared with- 
out sign or motion. The assembled gods 
clamoured and chattered and laughed, 
drawing the raft high and dry on to the 
beach ; and straightway Glu-glu stepped off 
it ; but Katchywallah still sat motionless. 

Peeti waited fascinated. " When he sees 
me, he will spring at me, he will tear 
me," he thought ; and hardly knew whether 
in return he should smite or fly. But there 
was something else lying on the raft half 
hidden behind Katchywallah ; he was screw- 
ing his head to see what it was, when 
Aystah sprang forward with a welcoming 
cry, ** Hoosh, Hoosh ! O my Hoosh ! " 
And she caught up and cuddled the 
acquiescing god. 

Acquiescing, — yes ! He too was a 
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thing without motion or force, — not a 
these others, who on this bland of i 
sumption had taken to themselves all 
activities and attributes of life. 

She mouthed over him the pret 
words in her vocabulary ; and, " Oh I 1 
asleep I " she said. 

"Is Katch)nvallah asleep too?" 
Peeti, in slow perplexity. He sto< 
cautiously and grabbed his god under 
arms, fully expecting a tussle and 
attempted bite. 

But Katchywallah never turned 
hair. 

Peeti lifted him, with a chuckle of tr 
laughter. " You killed him, Aystah, 
killed him, when you wrung off his i 
and tumbled his teeth out ! He is d( 
And Hoosh is dead ; White-smut k! 
him." 

But Aystah shook her head, and poti 
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to where Glu-glu stood, conversing with 
the other gods, certainly not killed for 
all that White-smut had done to him. 

The obese brute, stitched and plastered, 
and replenished with fresh oils, had just 
caught sight of Peeti from afar off, and 
came waddling and foaming with rage 
towards him. Its powers of speed proved 
to be amazing, as it sent the sand flying 
beneath its flappers; its great strung-up 
mouth, distorted by rage, looked loathsome 
and perilous as the sucker of an octopus. 
It came on, with oily foam exuding from 
its body ; its cry was terrible, tragic, and 
blood-curdling. 

" You ! you ! " it shrieked. " Why have 
the gods not avenged me? Ripper-up-of- 
my-bowels, you shall die, die, die ! " 

" Get out ! " cried Peeti, and lashed his 
foot at the paunch of his assailant. For 
a moment it recoiled, then made a bound, 



4 
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and was on him. The blood flowed out 
of PeetPs face, as the creature's mouth 
came squab against it : the terror of that 
awful night within the holy enclosure 
came fresh back upon him; his arms 
beat the air wildly for a moment, then he 
fell. The sucker fastened upon him; 
together he and the god rolled in the 
sand. 

Then Aystah, casting Hoosh to the 
winds, fell madly upon Glu-glu. Her 
blows rained on him thick as hail ; but the 
bladder only gurgled and bumbled under 
the thud of her fists ; nor could her hands 
meet to throttle the bull-necked beast 
from his prey. 

In her despair, she shrieked on the gods 
for succour ; but the gods cast a cautious 
eye over the conflict, and preferred to await 
the issue in a slow and neutral attitude. 

Help came to her hand by hazard : she 
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seized on a jagged flint, and smote twice, 
thrice, on the leathery hide. 

The last blow struck home: oil jetted 
out of the wound; she lent her weight, 
and the bladder s bulk yielded under her. 
A shudder coursed through the god's 
frame ; he rolled over on his side, faint 
and gasping. 

Peeti was free ; faint, too, and gasping, 
but without hurt, save that upon his 
cheek, where the sucker had fastened, lay 
a livid bruise, from which started a few 
drops of blood. Through strong fits of 
shuddering he revived, and rose to his 
feet. Down upon the sand before him 
lay his late formidable adversary, slowly 
oozing to death. 

" He will die," said Peeti. " Come, let 
us go ; let us leave him ! " 

Aystah ran back to fetch Hoosh; led 
to follow her action, half mechanically 
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Peeti stooped to pick up Katchywallah. 
Regarding him attentively, he shook him, 
and the teeth rattled. 

" He is full of teeth again, Aystah ! " 
he said ; and then quite tranquilly he drew 
off head from gullet. 

" Poor beast Katchy 1 " he said ; and the 
teeth went trickling off into the sand. 

" Poor beast Katchy ! " he said again. 
" Only the other day he was the god Peeti 
loved and feared. Now — " 

He threw body and head into the sea. 
"Go along, and ask the sharks to give 
you their teeth ! Peeti has done with you. 
Good-bye." 

Aystah stood by, scandalised at such 
doings; Peeti, pointing to Hoosh, put a 
question to her : — 

" What are you going to do with that? " 

"With Hoosh? Why, keep him, of 
course ! " 
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Peeti laughed out at her. 

" Oh, you silly she-pig ! Keep him I 
Keep him ? — Till when ? " 

" He is asleep," said Aystah ; " he will 
wake." 

" Let him sleep well, then ! " said Peeti. 
" If he wakes, I '11 wring his neck I " And 
the boy went sternly ahead, too young, 
as yet, to know to what set purpose his 
power to look at life was carrying him; 
for the present the budding strength of 
his intellect chiefly showed itself in gloom 
of mood. 

Aystah, following, felt the chill of his 
threat; her heart could not all at once 
give up its love for Hoosh; and if Hoosh 
woke, was he to have his neck wrung? 

As she climbed the rock, she came upon 
a long narrow crevice, offering close 
shelter to anything which might lodge 
therein ; it held out to her the very thing 
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she was in search of, — a safe hiding-place 
for her god. She reached out an arm, 
and laid Hoosh within it, covering the 
mouth with a stone, and taking careful 
note of the spot 

"Sleep well," she whispered, "till I 
come again! Oh, I will come, my own, 
own Hoosh ! " 

Then she followed Peeti up the rocks. 



CHAPTER XVI 

For the gift of the gods is a strife 
Twixt the want and the wasting of breath ; 

And to die is the fortune of life, 
And to live is the fortune of death. 

Turn, turn, therefore, O Fortune, 
Turn thine indifferent wheel I 

Look not upon us, nor love us. 

Smile not, shine not above us ! 

Trample us under thy heel. 

We importune I 

Fortune's Fool* 

Glu-GLU lay given over to death; but 
Glu-glu did not die. 

Timid fish-tailed and finny ones, who had 
watched the conflict from afar, and ad- 
mired him for his prowess, came to maudle 
over the last moments of the dying glad- 
iator, and stayed to mend him. 

II 
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They plastered his wound with the skins 
of eels, and gave him oil of the livers of 
cods to drink, and so, renovating and re- 
plenishing him, set him up once more 
upon his hind-flappers, alive and hearty. 

Then, finding him no more dead than 
themselves, the gods gathered round in a 
dense swarm and hearkened to his tale. 

How great was their shuddering over 
the fearful things he had to recite needs 
not to be related ; but their shudderings 
were shudderings of fear rather than of 
anger, and their poor broken spirits har- 
boured no thought of rebellion, nor desire 
to avenge. 

Yet Glu-glu toiled on indefatigably to 
rouse the old godlike valour within them ; 
Glu-glu, fresh-fattened, and inflated by the 
commiserating worship of a whole tribe of 
priests, — what did he know of the dearth 
of worshippers, or the dulness it brings 
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to the spirit? A dozen times he toiled, 
like Sisyphus at his stone, to drag them 
up to the sticking-point ; a dozen times 
they felled him with their timorous recan- 
tations, and implored him to let them 
lie where they were, contented to be 
abased. 

But Glu-glu, though he directed them to 
a point from which they recoiled in trepi- 
dation, was yet the stronger spirit, and 
would in time have prevailed, — had Fate 
been kind to him. 

But Fate was not kind; uphill work 
took time; and in the mean while Peeti 
began to have suspicions, for the gods had 
not come to exact that hourly homage 
which was their due according to the 
tenure of the bond between them. 

Like another legislator of modern times, 
he smelt a rat, and (by a glance over the 
cliffs) saw it brewing in the air. There, 
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far below, sat the re-risen god with the 
other gods in close conclave. Debate was 
growing hot; an ominous growl went 
through the host. Glu-glu waxed warm, 
working his flappers with great energy 
and conviction ; the dull lump he laboured 
at, touched — or all but touched — stick- 
ing-point. Would kind Fate give him less 
than an hour more? 

Quickly, desperately, Peeti took coun- 
sel with Aystah. Their own hut they had 
made of sufficient strength to defy the 
intrusion of the gods ; as a refuge for them- 
selves, except till they should be starved 
out, it was useless ; as a prison for Glu-glu, 
with themselves as guardians of the portal, 
it might serve. 

"Gods when they come first, must be 
shut up in quarantine till insubordination 
is knocked out of them,*' said Peeti, as he 
armed himself with a formidable stake, 
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and the rope which had come ashore with 
them, recast into a noose. Then he took 
the favour of the coming darkness and 
stole down the cliff. 

Aystah stayed above. ** I shall be able 
ix> help you, Peeti, better here than there," 
she said; and Peeti, never doubting her 
courage, was glad to go on his perilous 
mission alone. 

The gods still sat in conclave as he 
crept down in the shadow of the rocks 
and stole upon his foe. Their eyes, all 
centred upon Glu-glu, never marked him 
in the gathering darkness; their multitu- 
dinous chatter covered the sound of his 
footsteps till his deft hand threw the noose 
and jerked it tight about the throat of the 
arch-conspirator. Glu-glu turned upon him 
with ready fury ; but Peeti never waited for 
attack, he turned, still dragging the rope, 
and ran ; and Glu-glu sprang foaming after 
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him. The one straining away, the other 
straining in pursuit, they had quickly put 
themselves at some distance from the 
assembly of gods before these latter had 
recovered from the hrst shock of surprise. 
Feeti had so planned it; and now Glu-glu, 
perceiving it, began to resist, calling on 
his followers to rally round him. 

Feeti dragged with all his force, but Glu* 
glu dragged with all his, and Glu-glu was 
very strong. Feeti went hand over hand 
up the rope, in order that he might bring 
his stake into operation ; but meantime 
the gods began to come on in threatening 
array. 

All at once from overhead came a per- ; 
feet avalanche of stones, — stones of a 
very formidable size and aimed with force . 
and a directness which in civilised woman- j 
hood is a lost art. Along the brow of the j 
cliff ran Aystah, braying a loud battle-^j.^ 
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and the rope which had come ashore with 
them, recast into a noose. Then he took 
the favour of the coming darkness and 
stole down the cliff. 

Aystah stayed above. " I shall be able 
to help you, Peeti, better here than there," 
she said; and Peeti, never doubting her 
courage, was glad to go on his perilous 
mission alone. 

The gods still sat in conclave as he 
crept down in the shadow of the rocks 
and stole upon his foe. Their eyes, all 
centred upon Glu-glu, never marked him 
in the gathering darkness; their multitu- 
dinous chatter covered the sound of his 
footsteps till his deft hand threw the noose 
and jerked it tight about the throat of the 
arch-conspirator. Glu-glu turned upon him 
with ready fury; but Peeti never waited for 
attack, he turned, still dragging the rope, 
and ran ; and Glu-glu sprang foaming after 
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him. The one straining away, the 
straining in pursuit, they had quick 
themselves at some distance froa 
assembly of gods before these latte 
recovered from the first shock of sui 
Feeti had so planned it ; and now Gl 
perceiving it, began to resist, callij 
his followers to rally round him. 

Feeti dragged with all his force, bu 
glu dragged with all his, and Glu-gl 
very strong, Feeti went band over 
up the rope, in order that he might 
his stake into operation ; but mea 
the gods began to come on in threat 
array. 

All at once from overhead came i 
feet avalanche of stones, — stones 
very formidable size and aimed with 
and a directness which in civilised vn 
hood is a lost art. Along the brow ( 
cliff ran Aystah, braying a loud I 
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cry. Every stone and flint and crag was 
laconic in its directness and draconic in its 
severity ; and matters, as far as the gods* 
heads and limbs were concerned, became 
very much minced. 

Conviction that their cause was a lost 
one spread speedily through cracked heads 
and battered bodies ; the bravest fell back ; 
the timorous ones turned and fled. 

Then Peeti was left alone with Glu-glu, 
who, though seeing himself deserted, 
speedily prepared for a fresh bout of 
hostility. But against the thrusts and the 
prods with which Peeti assaulted his poor 
vulnerable carcass he could make no stand, 
having whirled himself round a few times 
on his flappers, endeavouring to blind his 
opponent with sand, but finding the pricks 
of the stake become ever more incessant 
and grievous, he allowed himself to be 
coerced into forward motion, and went, 
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straining in pursuit, they bad quick 
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his stake into operation ; but met 
the gods began to come on in threa 
array. 

All at once from overhead came 
feet avalanche of stones, — stones 
very formidable size and aimed witl 
and a directness which in civilised w 
hood is a lost art. Along the brow 
cliff ran Aystah, braying a loud 



GODS, AND THEIR MAKERS 167 

cry. Every stone and flint and crag was 
laconic in its directness and draconic in its 
severity ; and matters, as far as the gods* 
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Cpnviction that their cause was a lost 
one spread speedily through cracked heads 
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speedily prepared for a fresh bout of 
hostility. But against the thrusts and the 
prods with which Peeti assaulted his poor 
vulnerable carcass he could make no stand, 
having whirled himself round a few times 
on his flappers, endeavouring to blind his 
opponent with sand, but finding the pricks 
of the stake become ever more incessant 
and grievous, he allowed himself to be 
coerced into forward motion, and went. 
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cruelly goaded, up the rocks and 
to the place of durance vile. 

For his sake that night Peeti and 1 
lay without shelter, guarding in all 
watches the door of the cabin. E 
next day Feeti constructed for hin 
for any which should come after, 
commodious home on the sea-sh< 
a hutch of stakes strongly driven in 
ground, roofed in with shale, and 
impregnable with rock. Into whicl; 
of penance Glu-glu was before a 
nightfall compelled to enter, thi 
await the pleasure of his captors ( 
guish to death under their very eyes. 

Suffice it to say that after manj 
Glu-glu learned to plead for release 
know that death which hunger for w 
brings to the spirit, and, having 
judged sufficiently abased, was on 
allowed to creep forth, — a god 
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past history was not without romance of a 
sort ; whose past deeds had not been 
without valour of a sort, but whose fight- 
ing days were over. Rancid he grew and 
rancid he stayed, and stood lowest and 
humblest on the list for worship. 

And time went on ; and Peeti the law- 
giver gained wisdom and foresight in 
experience. His greatest anxiety ever 
was on the score of newly arriving deities. 
None looked for those dark specks on the 
sea's surface more keenly than did he; 
none went fleeter of foot to welcome them 
down by the shore. It was in those times 
of stress and anxiety that his greatest 
power of discipline had to be exercised, 
in the forbidding of the other gods to 
approach the shore. Alone he would 
meet the arriving deity, and with many 
blandishments, or if need were, with threat 
and compulsion, bring it within that strong 
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place of quarantine, calling it a temple 
which he had built upon the beach. 

Then the new-comers stayed to grow 
mild, like port wine, in season. Often, 
poor things, they were mild enough, but 
at times a possible source of danger, requir- 
ing dexterous compulsion of staff and 
cord. 

It was dirty work, and Peeti's fine soul 
sickened under it; but the struggle for 
existence pressed him, since fate had cast 
his lot in dark places and cruel habitations. 



CHAPTER XVII 

How, with unsure caress, 
We recognise the eternal Fate whereto, 
Even at the birth of suns and stars, we drew 

Out of Infiniteness I 

Yet now, being met, I trust 
We may endure the severance of each sense ; 
Blind, deaf, mute, and insensate, part we hence; 

Are we not housed in dust ? 

Bust : which we take to be 
The instrument wherethrough grows manifest. 
By tone and touch, a soul — else unexpressed-^ 

Its mastering deity. 

Bondservants, 

A YEAR went to its end ; another came and 
was going likewise, — two years in all since 
these two had come to the shores of the 
island, assured of nothing but death's 
bitterness, and had found instead life and 



172 GODS, AND THEIR MAKERS 

love's sweetness in abundance, and had 
devised for themselves a precarious sov- 
ereignty amid the strange materials that 
lay to hand. 

For two years and upwards the routine 
of worship offered twelve times daily had 
gone on, little indeed when divided among 
so many, but sufficient that every one 
might take a little. Any charm which its 
ludicrousness had given to the daily per- 
formance had been long buried by the 
monotony ; and there only remained in it 
for Peeti the hard .indignity of an un- 
worthy expediency. Yet though at times 
his thoughts grew stormy, and his soul at 
war within him, he had his hours of joy. 
He had joy in watching the dawning light 
in Aystah ; her kind nature, opening like 
a rose, petal on petal, to the sun, sent all 
its colour and sweetness to him ; and amid 
all the degrading surroundings of the life 
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they lived, Peeti's love and presence 
seemed to shield her utterly, so that she 
took no harm. Tenderly, even to the sac- 
rifice of himself, he kept her from the de- 
filement, of contact with the reptiles he 
bowed down to worship, and saw that 
indeed her life was one of joy and growing 
wonder. And the wonder grew apparent 
in eye and lip, until one day it closed in a 
look of Peeti's, and Aystah's sun-warmed 
body sprang close and was locked in 
Peeti's arms. 

So love grew perfect between them with- 
out a thought of ill, and the only cloud 
which lay upon their sun of life was the 
shadow of man's hand, in the thing named 
his god. 

And in some sort the closer union of 
their hearts, through nearer interchange, 
brought sorrow; for into Aystah's soul 
came waifs of shadow, and sadness that 
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discerned a sadness kept from her, and 
vague unrest ; and " Hoosh still sleeps," 
she said to herself if she crept to her crev- 
ice to listen. 

Hoosh was her one secret^ her love of 
him still making his name sweet to her 
soul ; unnamed in their speech with each 
other, and by Peeti forgotten. And here 
was the difference between these two, — 
Peeti's religion was denial, positive and 
strenuous; Aystah's a mystic belief in 
Hoosh's one day awakening. One side of 
her nature found itself abundantly satisfied 
in Peeti, — him she worshipped; but Hoosh, 
who had lain tenderly on her arm and 
needed the protection and love she gave 
him, — him she did not worship ; and yet 
she needed him, and so looked wistfully 
for his awaking. 

One morning Aystah awoke to. find 
Peeti already gone from her side. For a 
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while she lay placid, wooing sleep back 
into her eyes; but suddenly instead she 
grew wide-awake, full of strange expecta- 
tion, she knew not whence or wherefore. 
Yet sure enough there was coming upon 
her, unknown, unguessed as yet, a call that 
should kindle her blood. 

So comes the rain, and we hear it a 
great way off in heaven, and the tree-tops 
are taken with the sound of it, and at last 
it drops upon our face. 

Aystah was swift to divine a meaning; 
and with that pretty, impulsive gesture 
which comes to some, when the hand flies 
to the lips to be kissed for the sweetness 
of the thought, so hers leaped up to the 
smiles at play. " Hoosh is awake ! " she 
said, and stole out into the sunshine. 
*'0h, Hoosh, my own Hoosh! Awake 
at last ! " and away she ran with bound- 
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ing heart to be under the cliffs by the 
cleft of Hoosh's hiding-place. 

She stooped to look in ; the space was 
somewhat dark, and there was accumula- 
tion of rubbish to be swept aside; but 
within and beyond (without doubt of it) 
Hoosh waited. 

It was but in more primitive sort the tale 
of a child, who, peering through reeds for 
a swan's nest, found desolation and decay. 
There, indeed, lay Hoosh, a poor clotted, 
dusty object falling away at the touch; 
with no sign of life or motion in him. 
Hoosh was not asleep merely, — Hoosh 
was dead. 

And yet, and yet, somehow, some- 
where, Hoosh stirred within her life. 
That thing which she had fondled and 
called her god, and laid at her bosom all 
night in the old childish days, and cher- 
ished softly, clothing it with love and 
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anointing it with kisses, even that same 
seemed now to be crying out to her in re- 
sponse to her unslackened desire, of that 
second coming, which she had allowed 
herself to dream of, when Hoosh would 
look up into her eyes with words and 
understanding, a full realisation of her 
ideal, surpassing hope. 

Yet though the sense of this still clung, 
the sudden chill of grief which fell about 
her at the discovery of her dead Hoosh for 
a time overbore her spirit utterly. Peeti 
found her weeping and full of desolation, 
in no way to be comforted ; perplexing 
him with her reiterated cry, "Hoosh, 
Hoosh, oh, where, where is my Hoosh?" 

It was in vain that with wise counsels 

Peeti strove to put away from her the 

childish remembrance ; for once her spirit 

was beyond his power, and would brook 

no removal of its sorrow. 

12 
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Quietly he dropped speech of it, and 
left Nature to heal the wound ; only caring 
to let her feel his guardianship more con- 
stant and near, and in every word and 
touch a double tenderness. 

A little time went of days and weeks, 
and at last Aystah looked up into his 
face wistful but without trouble. She 
drew his hands into her breast, and un- 
veiled the sweet fable: "/ have Hoosh," 
she said, and leaned to be taken in his 
arms. 

Her ears drank in the exultation and 
laughter with which he gathered the 
truth ; and all that day she sang and j 

smiled without a thought of care. 

But upon Peeti's spirit, whenever he 
was free from her eyes, fell sternness and 
gloom; and his voice, as it doled out 
hourly praise to the gods who came as his 
creditors, had in it more of menace than 
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of worship. To his clean spirit it became 
abhorrent that here should be the heritage 
of his race, in a land polluted by a brood 
so hideous and so base as these gods of 
his forefathers. 

He bent his mind earnestly to the task 
of devising an escape, — how profitless 
else were his revolt against the bondage 
in which his own god had held him ! how 
piteous the fate of those who should 
come after, if their lot were to lie here 
for ever amid these vile incarnations of 
all that was evil in the spirits of past 
generations ! 

So Peeti planned other ways for his own 
future, for Aystah's, and for their children's, 
not knowing how soon was to come that 
which should drive them in distress and 
horror from the shore which had sheltered 
them, and make distant severance between 
them and all the works of men's hands, 
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and the possessions of men's spirits. Then 
the work which they had begun should 
find an accomplishment so horrible that 
even they could not abide the day of its 
appearing. 



CHAPTER XVIII 

^ Wherefore art thou red in thine apparel ? wherefore 
sodden 
Is thy whole skirt's hem, 
As a treader's in the wine-fat ? " "I have trodden, I 
have trodden 
All the wine-press for them : 
And of all my people was there none, 
I have trodden the wine-press alone. 

** I will break them In mine anger, in the fury of my 
loathing 
I will trample on them : 
Their blood shall be sprinkled on the borders of my 
clothing ; 
I will stain my skirt's hem 1 
For the day of vengeance fills my soul, 
Now the time of my awaiting is made whole." 

TAe Wine-harvest 

Aystah, as her time drew near, was taken 
with strange whims and fancies, and soul- 
troubles that women wot well of: little 
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hidden yearnings and remembrances would 
enlarge themselves, and grow imperative 
within her, and Peeti was often sorely- 
tasked how to help or to cheer her. 

What help or hope could he give, find- 
ing her one morning looking out over the 
sparkling sea to the blue hills of what 
once had been home, crying and stretch- 
ing out arms for Daz, — Daz, the small 
child who on their last day of old freedom 
had lain with them in the sunshine and 
the long grasses, and had been borne 
home at dusk for the last time by the 
weeping Aystah? How unreasonable 
seemed this sudden grief; how unavailing 
were words at all to assuage it! There 
Aystah sat wringing her hands for Daz; 
and, by her side, Peeti, devising words of 
comfort, till the worship of the gods com- 
pelled him away from her. 

Yet could eyes have seen — as doubt- 
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less spirit saw darkly — over the blue sea- 
waters to the shore of that larger land, 
they would have found reason enough 
why some chord of love should on that 
day be jarred by memory and grief for 
the child-brother, between whom and them 
time and place had made long division. 

For to-day, as on that other day which 
has been told of, there was gathering of 
priests and people down by the shore, and 
rage, and bitter cursing, and accusation 
not without fear; and underneath all, 
strange piteous prayer and supplication, 
heard but unanswered. 

The centre of it all was a mere child; 
but power sat on the brow, scorn harden- 
ing to defiance lurked in the lips ; and he 
went unbound, with his hand upon his 
god, whom not without a measure of 
gloomy pomp and reverent awe men 
drew down to shore in a wheeled litter. 
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And for these two, they launched out 
a raft, — not upon the sea-road of the 
gods, lest so they should be sending de- 
struction to the whole hierarchy of Heaven, 
but on the open southern coast, from 
whence for many miles sea and no land 
lay, naught save wastes of water level 
across many horizons. 

And when the raft lay ready to cast off, 
three priests, bereft of their gods, came 
and knelt, imploring restoration of the 
same from the deity standing embarked: 
nay, cried to those gods, bidding them 
break their bonds, and come forth from 
the belly which entombed them. But 
from none came any answer; only Daz 
stood looking hate. 

And the high-priest came, borne upon 
a litter, and dying, and cast upon him 
ashes of accusation. And the boy gath- 
ered them again, and cast them back (so 
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that they fell upon the high-priest's hair 
and beard), and went seaward, bitterly 
cursed. 

So was that land rid of him, and the 
mighty dilemma to which he had brought 
the guardians of its mysteries face to face. 
And, being rid of him, having shifted the 
apparent doom from their sight, the 
priests, blind and without understanding, 
thought to have kept the faith and to have 
saved themselves alive. 

Poor panic-stricken ostriches, let them 
hide their heads and cloud their wits, and 
have comfort for a while! They had 
indeed been through a terrible day of 
trial; they had indeed been tossed tem- 
pestuously to and fro, dividing their 
counsels ; but now, at length, it was over, 
— the fear, the strife, and the trial, — and 
they judged themselves to have been in 
no wise wanting:. 
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It is worth a glance back to see what 
was the nature of the fiery trial through 
which they had come. 

Dazy who had ever been an object for 
suspicion among the priests, by reason of 
his close kinship to Aystah the heretic, 
had verified and surpassed their worst 
doubts concerning him. His growth for 
the past two years had been watched with 
increasing mislike by the high-priest, and 
the whole of the sacred college. So dan- 
gerous a spirit as his, it was felt, could not 
be left to develop its own theology; and 
so it was agreed that the time had fully 
come for him to receive the manifestation 
of his god. 

The priests set to work ; cautiously they 
coaxed and urged him to find the revela- 
tion which awaited him. But Daz could 
not be brought to declare himself. In 
solitude he hid his days, time after time 
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baffling the watch that was set upon him, 
till at last the high-priest took him in 
hand, and began to devise for him a suit- 
able, a harmless, an insignificant deity, — 
one on whom no free thought could build 
itself. But this said god, so " fair and fit 
and simple and sufficient," while in pro- 
cess of completion, one day became miss- 
ing, like the raven from its ark, and 
returned not again. Closely following on 
that, two of the priests found their deities 
also missing; and on a day following, a 
third went and did likewise. 

Then began great searchings of heart, 
and other searchings as great, that availed 
as little for the recovery of the lost, strayed, 
or stolen godlekins. 

But when finally the high-priest had 
for a few moments left his god — his 
Chunta-jumbra — unguarded, and had re- 
turned to find him gone, then while scent 
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was hot, a great chase had ensued, and 
Daz was discovered, creeping through 
covered ways with stolen booty. 

Deep, deep into the woods they tracked 
him, and saw him lift a curtain of creepers 
and disappear, as though into the bowels 
of the earth. 

Then they pounced, and caught him 
most red-handed. His God stood before 
them revealed, a mighty and ferocious 
conception, so that men trembled at the 
sight of it ; and lo ! on his knees before it, 
Daz, offering to it for demolition Chunta- 
jumbra, the high-priest's god. Over the 
ponderous brow of the terrible Thing these 
words were graven : — 

"My name is Cham-pum. In me gods 

die daily." 

In that moment, before that sight of hor- 
ror, — his own god held up for sacrifice, — 
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came fear and frenzy into the brain of the 
high-priest ; all the strength seemed wrung 
out of his soul; the pains of death took 
hold of him ; the shadow of the tomb fell 
about him : he knew himself that his days 
were numbered. He had but just sense 
enough to see Chunta-jumbra rescued from 
hideous death ere he swooned to earth. 

It boots not to tell of the trial and 
the condemnation that followed. Daz was 
doomed;, but his God, — whither should 
He go? To the island of Reassumption 
they dared not send a scourge so terrible ; 
yet neither dared they destroy it, for 
godhead was in it; neither dared they 
force it to disgorge those it had already 
devoured, for this was a God of more might 
than any that had come before it 

At length devious counsels prevailed, 
and Daz and his God were sent adrift out 
into the broad ocean. Thus they brought 
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it to pass that without disrespect to the 
God they parted with their fear ; and as 
to the other, let his God save him if he 
would have him. 

So Daz went his way to death, yet 
having wrought a work which should 
not die. 



CHAPTER XIX 

Crowned with the pale nine moons of birth, 
Unknown, yet prayed of all men's breath. 
For them thou camest down to earth, 
In death. 

Thy feet were cold, for all their love ; 

Thy lips had done with smile or speech ; 
Thine eyes lay stilled in looks above 
Their reach : 

Lit with the sorrow of the stars. 

Kissed into life by some dead sun. 
Death-wounded where the immortal wars 
Were won. 

They kissed the lips that never spake. 

They wept the eyes that could not see : 
O, Love unmade, what can man make 
Of thee? 

The Unknown God, 

Some days after that on which he had 
found Aystah crying out for Daz, Peeti 
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heard the shoreward skurrying of feet, 
which gave token of the approach of 
another dweller to the island. Sure 
enough, there went his precious godle- 
kins racing for the sea by hundreds. 

Calling on Aystah to follow, he snatched 
up staff and rope, and swung out after 
them. 

When he had reached the shore, it took 
him some little time to drive the inquisi- 
tive godlekins away. Their resentment 
against this aspect of his tyranny knew no 
bound save those which their craven 
spirits had not courage to exceed ; and for 
a time Peeti had to face an incessant, petu- 
lant cackling, till through threat and coer- 
cion, on his part, the shore was clear of 
them. 

Then he went and opened the door of 
the house of detention, and stood with 
Aystah to await the coming god. 
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As it came near, Aystah ran and armed 
herself with a heavy stake, which was laid 
handy. '* It is a great monster, Peeti I '' 
she cried. *' It will flght us I '' So they 
stood braced. 

The raft came coasting along the bay; 
the God sat majestic, terrible, a true mon- 
ster, such as had never before been seen. 
At his feet, washed over by the waves, 
some other thing lay without motion. 

Peeti threw out his rope, caught the 
raft, and drew it in to land. As it grated 
against the shingle the God rose and set 
solemn foot on shore. 

Then Peeti and Aystah saw that the 
other was no god, — was simply a dead 
body, terribly marred by sufferings of 
hunger and scorched by the fierceness of 
the sun. The hands held a broken piece 
of wood, which had been torn from the 
raft and used for an oar. 

«3 
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Peeti turned the bowed face towards him, 
and saw the calm high brow unflawed by the 
suffering which had marred the lips to that 
last stage when pain finishes in repose. 

Aystah saw also, and, quicker than 
Peeti, knew. She threw herself upon the 
dead with a heart-wrung cry : " Oh ! Daz, 
Daz, it 's you ! Oh ! my little Daz ; and 
why are you dead, now that you have 
come to me? Oh! Daz, don*t die, don't 
die! Wake up! Look at me! Daz! 
Daz!" And though to Peeti, at first, 
the thing was unbelievable, it nevertheless 
even to him proved itself true, — that this 
was Daz ; and that Daz was dead. 

For a long time these two heard noth- 
ing, saw nothing, but this grievous thing 
which lay loved and dead at their feet : a 
terrible unexplained woe sent to them over 
sea from a cruel-hearted home, their home 
never more. 
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Out of the waves in the bay, thinking 
that prohibition must now be over, slipped 
two fish-tailed and finny ones, and went 
paddling up the shingle to interview the 
new arrival. 

A moment afterwards Peeti sprang to 
his feet; for a scream of anguish came 
shrilling under the cliffs, curdling the blood 
in his heart. And there went one, fish- 
tailed and finny, pursued by the new deity, 
in whose jaws writhed with gesticulating 
tail the other unfortunate victim. 

The poor little god, paddling along for 
dear life, was no match in speed to the 
monster who sped after ; there was no time 
to find safety in the sea. It fled for refuge 
into the place of quarantine ; and the big 
one bowled in after. Peeti rushed behind, 
slammed to and barred the door ; the ter- 
rible beast was caged. 

Through the bars Peeti watched horror- 
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struck, and saw him devour first number 
one, then number two, till both fish-tails 
were gone. Then for the first time realis- 
ing its confinement, it thundered to be out. 
After a while, finding the stakes beyond 
its strength to break down, it sat stock- 
sullen, grimly indifferent to all that went 
on around it. 

Peeti, relieved of his fear lest it should 
beat down the walls of its prison, returned 
with Aystah to pay a last token of love to 
their dear dead Daz. With many tears 
they buried him, in a shallow grave by the 
seashore, wondering sadly of the why and 
wherefor of his fate ; only dimly discern- 
ing that, over-strong against himself by 
his vision of a God, he had wrought his 
own destruction. 

Before they had ceased from their toil 
over the resting-place of their dead, night 
had come ; so with a last sad farewell they 
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left him, and went their way, not under- 
standing as yet that, hard by, caged up 
under the darkness, was the spirit which 
Daz's genius had evoked, — now that he 
was dead the instrument (as it had before 
been the symbol) of the destruction to 
which he had doomed the theology of his 
tribe. 

That night Peeti vowed to Aystah that 
he would bear her away from a place so 
god-trodden and accursed ; choosing rather 
to trust in the sea to bring them through 
whatever perils to some better haven of 
rest. 

Sadly enough he imparted to her the 
fruits of his philosophy. " Our gods," he 
said, '' are but the evil that is in us. We 
die and they take our life ; as it goes from 
us, so it comes to them. We die, and 
they become, alive, what we conceived 
of them ere they had life. Katchywallah 
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did not live, nor Hoosh, when he came 
here; that was because we are not yet 
dead. But Glu-glu, think of it ! — Glu-glu 
took life from my father, and used it in 
striving to kill me I Are we all devils that 
our gods have nothing but hatred and 
cruelty in their dwellings? Ah! it was 
our priests ! they taught us to embody our 
first imagination of evil, our lust, our pas- 
sion for cruelty, and to set that up, and 
all our lives long to worship it" 

Aystah shuddered. "Then Daz was 
cruel: his God is terrible more than all 
others; would he eat up all the other 
gods if we let him out?" 

Would he? Peeti started up half-glad 
for the hope it gave him; but as the 
thought opened in all its horrors he re- 
coiled ; he could not bear to look on and 
see all that massacre. 

"Daz must have been very great," he 
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said gravely, "with a terrible hatred towards 
all the gods. They killed him for that ; 
I can see it all now. And yet I do not 
know if it is cruel to wish to kill all the 
gods. Daz was great, and he had such 
thoughts; but we cannot see as he saw, 
we cannot dare what he dared. No! 
Aystah, let us go and leave his terrible God 
in its cage. I have no god now; I cannot 
make his God my god. 

"To-night I will get things ready, and 
to-morrow, when the gods are not by, we 
will take the big raft that Daz came on, 
and be quit for ever of the gods.'* 

" I have Hoosh,"said Aystah, and smiled. 

Peeti laughed back, " Call it Hoosh if 
you will ! Hoosh did no harm. There is 
no evil in you, Aystah." 

So that night they made provision and 
got ready, and the next day looked their 
last upon the island which for upwards of 
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three years had been their home, so fair- 
seeming to the outward view, so possessed 
and overrun by such unclean spirits. 

Daz, henceforth, was to be the presiding 
genius of that shore. 



CHAPTER XX 

Out of what music wast thou builded, God, 

Lord God most high ? Amid what swooning strings 

Rose each great glimmering buttress, till crowned 

tower 
And battlemented breast beheld thee whole, 
Palatial, for God*s dwelling ? Yea, but these 
Fall and are lost : dragged out of their sweet heaven, 
All their bright glory gone ; their throne in thee 
Is dust, and ashes, and hot dnderous waste. 
Where red worms crawl from spark to spark, and die : 
And all grows darkness round a god-head gone. 
And earth a bed leaf-strewn with withered dreams, 
Which once were men. 

Lo, therefore, he that grew 
A too great fire, most unendurable 
For my pale writhen body any more. 
Fuel for his fire now takes firom them, now feeds 
With slow, great drops of sweat and agony 
His life from theirs. 

The Waxen Man. 

But even while the dawn still hung and 
trembled below the horizon of the sea. 
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and while Peeti and Aystah were making 
ready to be launched and away ere any of 
the gods were astir, a dark speck came 
riding the sea-current, and swept along 
the further curve of the bay. 

" Let be ! " cried Peeti, as the raft came 
round. "Pay no heed! The tide will 
carry it past ; pay no heed ! Let us go ! " 

Even as he spoke the raft was close, 
hardly three yards from shore. He had 
not before given it any heed; now he 
looked up. A sight met his eyes that 
staggered him. It was the high-priest's 
god Chunta-jumbra, formidable in death, 
most formidable in life* 

As the god's eyes lighted upon him, the 
old antagonism seemed to rekindle like a 
flame ; the beast gathered itself for a leap 
over the intervening space of water, and 
sprang, venomed with rage, right upon 
Peeti. Its long arms wound about him; 
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its sharp nails dug into his flesh and tore 
as though they would rend him to shreds. 
An aivful fight began ; here and there 
they bore up and down, struggling across 
the beach, crashing against crags of rocks, 
dashing each other down upon the shingle. 
Aystah had to forbear any help ; the an- 
tagonists whirled so fast she dared make 
no stroke with the stake she had snatched. 
She saw blood, and knew that it was 
Peeti's, his strength ebbing away, his 
valour staying. In such extremity whence 
could she fetch help? No god that might 
succour was within call, save one. The 
sight of Peeti's blood maddened her ; she 
cared not what she did, — did not think, 
did not know. With wild hands she unslid 
the bars of the gates of the prison-house ; 
and throwing all on the hazard, cried aloud 
on Daz, and bade his god to come forth 
to the succour of them both. 
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No bidding was needed: out burst Cham- 
pum with a roar that made the very cliffs 
tremble. For a moment he stood brist- 
ling, till sight of the conflict inflamed his 
rage, then a terrible power took possession 
of his limbs. 

In one moment he had stood bristling; 
in the next he had taken the fight, as it 
were, between his teeth, and — killed it. 

Aystah strained an agonising gaze in 
dread of what she had done. She saw 
Feeti, whirled out of the struggling mass, 
fall prone; then saw, in one hideous 
second, death and destruction have do- 
minion over the high-priest's god. 

It takes too long to tell the tale, — 
flash of lightning, — crash of thunder, — 
so, it is said, have gods wrought doom of 
old. In such space of time, and in such 
sort, was doom now fallen. 

Chunta-jumbra we shall not meet again : 
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if we seek his monument we must look at 
Cham-pum. 

The sound of the fray had brought many 
gods running ; hand over hand they came 
scrambling down the cliffs. 

The big God went for them with splendid 
avidity; and about his feet travelled 
thunder. 

Yelling, they turned, and fled upwards, 
and in panic disappeared over the cliff-top ; 
and Cham-pum, that mighty Being, went 
bounding after. 

Aystah was by Peeti's side, striving to 
lift him. "To the raft! Oh, Aystah, 
to the raft ! " he cried ; for the air rang 
with a horror of sound. He dragged him- 
self to his feet, and hung dizzily upon 
her. 

Toiling, toiling, dragging him, and dn^- 
ging the raft, Aystah made all things ready 
at the water's edge. 
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Every moment Peeti gathered up 
strength; and the rising tide favoured 
their efforts to launch. 

When the raft was afIoat> they cast 
thereon food and drink for the journey; 
and wading waist-deep, took hold of the 
timbers, cautiously letting themselves drift 
along the shore till they reached the 
rocky arch, which spanned the out-going 
current. 

Then, commending themselves to the 
kindest influence they knew, even the wild 
spirit of the sea, — they cast themselves on 
board, let the raft swing out into the full 
push of the current, and clung on for dear 
life. 

The waters roared and swirled about 
them, dashed them on, in and under, and 
through ; then abated their force, and lo — 
ocean and free sky ! 

Peeti and Aystah beheld liberty at last. 
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All the sea lay broad and bright before 
them ; and ahead they saw how the current 
bore away, away, they knew not whither, 
through what rocks or shoals. The future 
for them might be dark and imminent as 
night: or, like the sea, fathomless, but 
bright and broad. 

Whatever Fate had in store for them, 
life or death, they prepared willingly to 
take it; having so little to hazard, they 
hazarded all. 

Yet one piteous remnant of the land they 
left still clung to them, not wishing to be 
cast away. In their wake there shrilled a 
plaintive and a feeble cry : " Take me too ! 
Take me too ! " 

A poor little fishy god came and put up 
his gaping mouth and goggle eyes against 
the side of the raft, and paddled indus- 
triously with flapper and fin. 

" Oh, let me take him ! " said Aystah, 
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touched with compassion. ''Just this 
one ! " 

" Oh ! take me too ! Oh ! take me too ! " 
cried the little god. 

But Feeti shook his head resolutely. 
" Keep in the sea, my friend," he said, 
" when you go back ! The Devil is loose 
in yonder isle ; and he eats Rsh." 

*' Take me too ! Take me too ! " said the 
little god, disconsolately. 

He swam for another mile, falling little 
by little to the rear ; — another mile, and 
they could only tell by a faint far-off ripple 
that he still followed them. Over the 
waters came an attenuated cry, '' Oh ! take 
me too, me too, me too ! " 

Far away stood the island, blue between 
the two blues of sky and sea. Fair, very 
fair, it seemed, with its trees waving away 
into mist; but in the heart of it went the 
Devourer, already, if not yet, its sole inhabi- 
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tant, rapidly approaching the consummation 
of his aim to become so. 

Oh ! Rsh-tailed and finny, go thou, and 
wait with obsequious cry upon each raft 
that brings a new god to those shores; 
point to the land and say, "Yonder is 
One waiting and watching like a lion 
prowling for his prey; and whosoever 
Cometh unto him, shall find in him both 
food and lodging, nor shall he in anywise 
be cast out ! " 

But Peeti and Aystah sail on the great 
sea-current. 

Under the daybreak of days. 

At the opening of earth's eyes. 
All flesh stood patient at gaze 

On the lips of the wise : 
" Speak, ye have knowledge to show us, 

" Ye have watched the stars and the skies, 
" And the waters above and below us, 

" And the waste where it lies 1 " 

14 
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Therefore the lips of the wise 

Were opened and said : 
" We have watched, and divided the skies 

" Of the quick and the dead. 
" The dead are a mighty nation, 

" They seek and they render naught ; 
" They beseech not with long supplication, 
Nor travail with thought 
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" They, to the feastings of earth, 

" They, to the life-giving breath 
" Answer, * Behold, we are dearth ; 

" * Behold, we are death ! ' 
" They toil not, they plough not, they sow not ; 

*' They are wet nor with rain nor dew ; 
** Our searchings of heart they know not, 

" Nor the answer thereto. 

" Beyond where they dwell we discern 
"A Shadow that sits on a throne : 

" Hard is His Visage to learn, 
" Or His Thought to be known. 
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" He is the cause of creation, 

"Though man bear the burden thereof: 
" Man, the voice of a vain supplication 

" He holdeth in scoff. 



" He closeth our brain with a spell ; 

" He tumeth for answer about ; 
" He saith to man's soul, ' Is it well? 

** ' Thou canst see. Dost thou doubt ? ' 
"0, eyes we have, yet are blind : 

" Have death at our doors^ yet live : 
" Have feet, yet no path can we find : 

** Have gifts, yet we cannot give I 

" Doubtless our Father art Thou, 
"Though we be ignorant of Thee. 

" Thou, that art High, Thou canst bow ; 
" Thou hast eyes, and canst see. 

"Lo, the search, though it fail, we present thee, 
" The lives, while they wither, we give ! 

" Let the will, not the giving, content Thee 
By whom all things live ! " 
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In the day of the ending of days 

Rose the Earth like a ghost from her tomb ; 
And man stood patient at gaze 

For the Word of his doom. 
Speak who has purged us with suffering, 

Since thy judgments are over, O, Thou, 

Let thy Word be spread forth as a covering 
To our griefs, and speak now 1 
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" Why hast Thou plagued us so long, 

''And bent us with bridle and bit? 
" We were the doers of wrong, 

" But Thou wast the Shaper of it 
" Our graves were dumb mouths set asunder, 

" Our dead were dumb mouths shut fast : 
" O, Thou, whose yoke we were under, 

"Give answer at last 1 " 

Infinite shadowing of veils 

Fell from before the Throne ; 
Failed, as the day's light fails 

Its sheddings of light, till alone, 
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this, is a good deal. Here, at all events, is a poet who is never tame 
or dull ; who, at all events, never leaves us mdifferent. His verse 
speaks to the blood, and there are times when ** the thing becomes 
a trumpet" — Saturday Review {London), 

A Random Itinerary and a Ballad. With a 
Frontispiece and Titlepage by Laurence Hous- 
MAN. Fcap. 8vo. $1.50. 

One part of ** A Random Itinerary " should not be praised above 
the others. .... The whole volume is of wholesome flavour, and 
is beautiful withaL — Literary World (Loiuton), 
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DAVIDSON (JOHN), continued. 

Plays : An Unhistorical Pastoral ; A Romantic Farce ; 
Bruce, a Chronicle Play ; Smith, a Tragic Farce ; 
Scaramouch in Naxos, a Pantomime. With a Fron- 
tispiece and Cover Design by Aubrey Beardsley. 
500 copies. Small 4to. $2.50. 

The best play in the present volume is entitled "Smith, a 
Tragic Farce." The motive is as modem as Ibsen, Uie method is 
as ancient as Shakespeare ; and yet, in si»te of this incongruity, 
the play must be pronounced a fine one. — Liverpool DaUv Post. 

A notable volume "The "Unhistorical Pastoral" is a 

charming conception, delicately wrought. — Saturday Rnnew 
(London), 

DAWSON (A. J.). 

Middle Grbyness. A NoveL Crown 8vo. $1.50. 

[In preparation, 

EGERTON (GEORGE) . 

Symphonies. Crown 8vo. $i.oa \In preparation, 

EGLINTON (JOHN). 

Two Essays on the Remnant. Post 8vo, wrappers. 
50 cents. [Second edition. 

The appreciation of Wordsworth and the caustic criticism of 
Goethe are particularly delightful, and from first to last the book 
is simply a work of genius. — Pall Mall Budget (London). 

FEA (ALLAN). 

The Flight of the King. A full, true, and par- 
ticular Account of the Escape of His Most 
Sacred Majesty King Charles II., after the Battle 
of Worcester. With twelve Portraits in Photo- 

fravure, and nearly 100 other Illustrations. Demy 
vo. $y. 50. 

FIFTH (GEORGE). 

The Martyr's Bible. A Novel. Crown Svo. $1.50. 

[In preparation, 

FLETCHER Q. S.). 

God's Failures. Fcap. Svo. $1.25. 

Ballads of Revolt. Fcap. Svo. $i.oo. 

FLOWERDEW (HERBERT). 

A Celibate's Wife. A Novel. Crown Svo. $i,$o, 

[In preparation. 
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GARNETT (RICHARD). 

Poems. With Titlepage by J. Illingworth Kay. 
Crown 8vo. $1.50. 
A book of high poetic merit and cham. —Acadenty (Londtm). 

Dante, Petrarch, Camoens, cxxiv Sonnets rendered 
in English. With TiUepage and Cover Design by 
Patten Wilson. Crown 8vo. $i.So. 

Dr. Garnett^ once more shows his versatility and his pft of fine 
workmanship in verse by this book. — Tim*s (JLottdoii). 

Quite apart from their value as translations, Dr. Gamett's 
sonnets, Petrarchan in form bat saturated with the Shakespearian 
spirit, form a notable contribution to the treasury of English poetic 
literature. — Graphic {London), 

GRIMSHAWE (BEATRICE). 

Broken Away. A Novel. Crown 80. $1.25. 

[In preparation. 
HAYES (ALFRED). 

The Vale of Arden and other Poems. With 
a Titlepage and Cover designed by E. H. New. 
Fcap. 8vo. $1.25. 

Mr. Hayes is a refined writer of onpretentious verse, and his 
contented mood is sufficiently rare in modem poetry to make his 
volume notable. — Daily Chronicle {London). 

This little volume contains very beautiful workmanship. It is 
especially beautiful in the piece which gives its title to the volume. 
— Daily JVruts (London), 

JAMES (W. P.). 

Romantic Professions: A Volume of Essays. 
With Titlepage designed by J. Illingworth 
Kay. Crown 8vo. ^1.50. 

These essays are chiefly remarkable for the charm of their style 
and their wealth of illustration. The author's knowledge of fiction 
of all kinds, and his critical insight into the merits and demerits <^ 
writers of fiction, are considerable. — Morning Post {London^ 

JOHNSTONE (C. E.). 

Ballads of Boy and Beak. With a Titlepage by 
F. H. TowNSEND. Square 32mo. 75 cents. 

It is impossible to^ do other than covet the juvenile spirit of a 
grown-up poet who lingers so lovingly over the experiences of desk 
and playground, and whose every written pa^e only lacks the inky 
smudge of the schoolboy-band to make it perfect — Dmideg 
A dvertiser. 

LANDER (HARRY). 

Weighed in the Balance. A Novel. Crown 8va 
$i.5a 
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LEFROY (EDWARD CRACROFT). 

Poems. With a Memoir by W. A. Gill, and a reprint 
of J. A. Symond*s Critical Essay on Echoes 
FROM Theocritus. Crown 8vo. $1.50. 

LE GALLIENNE (RICHARD). 

The Quest of the Golden Girl. With a Cover 

designed by Will H. Bradley. Crown 8vo. 

$1.50. 

English Poems. Revised. Crown 8vo. Purple 

cloth. $1.50. [Fourth edition, 

In^ '* Enslish Poems " rhsrme^ rhythm, and diction are worthy of 

a writer ofability and high ambition. — Athenaum {London). 

There is plenty of accomplishment, there is abundance of tunefiil 

notes, sentiment often very pleasing, delicacy, grace The 

best thine in the book to one's own taste is the last half of '* Sunset 
in the City." "Paolo and Francesca'* is very clever. — Mr. 
Andrew Lang, in New Review {London). 

Robert Louis Stevenson: An Elegy. And other 
Poems, mainly Personal. Crown 8vo. $1.50. 

Few, indeed, could be more fit to sing the dirge of the '* Virgil 
of prose" than the poet whose curiosa felicitas is so close akin to 
Stevenson's own charm. — Daily Chronicle {London). 

LOCKE (W. J.). 

Derelicts. A Novel. Crown 8vo. ti.50. 

LOWRY (H. D.). 

Make Believe. Illustrated by Charles Robinson. 

Crown 8vo. Jj^i.50. 
The Happy Exile. With etched Illustrations by 

E. Philip Pimlott. (Arcady Library.) Crown 

8vo. $1.50. 

MARZIALS (THEO.). 

The Gallery of Pigeons and Other Poems. 
Post 8vo. $1.50. 

^ Endless combinations of wonderfully vivid perceptions, and the 
picturesque inventions of a joyous^ fancy. Picturesque and vivid 
are only words — they are not definite enough to give a clear con- 
ception of the i>eculiar quality or the peculiar limits of the pleasure 
to be found in it. — Academy {London). 

MEREDITH (GEORGE). 

The first Published Portrait of this Author. 
Engraved on the wood by W. Biscombe Gard- 
ner, after the painting by G. F. Watts. Proof 
copies on Japanese vellum, signed by Painter and 
Engraver. $7 .5a 
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MEYNELL (ALICE). 

The Children. Fcap. 8vo. $1.25. 

This is the first book printed at the Wayside Press, by 
WiU H. Bradley. 

Poems. Fcap. 8vo. $1.25. [Third edition 

To the metrical themes attempted bv her she brings emotion, 
sincerity, together with an exquisite pfay upon our finer chords 
quite her own, not to be heard trom another. Some of her lines 
nave the living tremor in them. The poems are beautiful in idea 
as in grace of touch. — Mr. Gborgb Merbdith, in The National 
Review^ August^ 1896. 

She sings with^ a very human sincerity, a singular relijgious 
intensity — rare, illusive, curiously perfumed verse, so simple 
always, yet so subtle in its simplicity. — Athetueum {London), 

The Rhythm of Life and other Essays. Fcap. 
8va $1.25. [Third edition. 

Full of profound, searching, sensitive^ appreciation of all kinds 
of subjects. Exercises in dose thinking and exact expression, 
almost unique in the literatiuv of the day. — Athefuntm (LoMdon). 

I am about to direct attention to one of the very rarest products 
of nature and grace, — a woman of eenius, one who I am bound to 
confess has falsified the assertion i made some time ago that no 
female writer of our time has attained to true ** distinction." .... 
Mrs. Meynell has shown an amount of perceptive reason and 
ability to discern self-evident things as yet undiscemed, a reticence, 
fulness, and effectiveness of expression which place her in the 
very front rank of living writers in prose. At least half of the 
volume is classical work, embodying as it does new thought in 
perfect language, and bearing in every sentence the hall-mark of 

Jpenius, namely, the marriage of masculine force of insight with 
eminine |;race and tact of expression. — Mr. Covbmtry Patmorb, 
in Fortnightly Review. 

The Colour of Life and other Essays. Fcap. 
8vo. ^1.25. ^ \Third edition. 

Mrs. Meynell*s papers are little sermons, ideal sermons, — let no 
one uninstructed by them take fright at the title, — they are not 
preachments ; they are of the sermon's right length, about as long 
as the passage of a cathedral chant in the ear, and keeping 
thoughout to the plain step of daily speech, they leave a sense of 
stilled singing in the mind they fill. The writing is limpid in its 
depths. She must be a diligent reader of the Saintly Lives. Her 
manner presents to me the image of one accustomed to walk in holy 
places and keep the eye of a fresh mind on our tangled worlo. 




to imagine Carlyle listening, without the wearifiil gesture, to his 
wife's reading of the same, hearing them to the end, and giving 
his comment,^* That woman thinks.*' — Mr. Gborgb MbrbditHi 
in The National Review^ A ugust^ 1896. 
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MAKOWER (STANLEY V.). 

Cecilia. A Novel. Crown 8vo. $1.25. 

OPPENHEIM (MICHAEL). 

A History of the Administration of the Royal 
Navy, and of Merchant Shipping in the relation 
to the Navy from MDIX. to MDCLX., with an 
Introduction treating of the earlier period. Plates. 
Demy 8vo. f 7.50. 

MILMAN (HELEN). 

In the Garden of Peace. With Illustrations by 
Edmund H. New. (Arcady Library.) Crown 
8vo. fi.50. l/n preparation. 

ROBERTSON (JOHN M.). 

Essays towards a Critical Method. (New 
Series.) Crown 8vo. ti.50. [In preparation. 

ST. CYRES (LORD). 

The Little Flowers of St. Francis. A new 
rendering into English of the Fioretti di San Fran- 
cesco. Crown 8vo. $1.50. [In preparation, 

SEAMAN (OWEN). 

The Battle of the Bays. With Titlepage and 
Cover Design by Patten Wilson. Fcap. 8vo. 
$1.25. 

SETOUN (GABRIEL). 

The Child World : Poems. Illustrated by Charles 
Robinson. Crown 8vo, gilt top. $1.50. 

SHARP (EVELYN). 

Wymps : Fairy Tales. With 8 Coloured Illustrations 
and Decorative Cover by Mabel Dearmer. 
4to. $1.75. 
SHARP (LOUISA). 

Poems. With a Memoir by Frederick Harrison. 
Fcap. 8vo. ^1.50. [In preparation, 

STEVENSON (ROBERT LOUIS). 

Prince Otto. A Rendering in French by Egerton 
Castle. Crown 8vo. With Frontispiece, Title- 
page, and Cover Design by D. Y. Cameron. $2.50. 

Also 50 copies on large paper, uniform in size with the 
Edinburgh Edition of the works. $7.50. 
Mr. Egeiton Castle's excellent translation of Stevenson's " Prince 
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STEVENSON (ROBERT UOJJIS), contintud. 

Otto" will uodoubtedlT brinj; many new readers to the book. Is 
beautilidly printed. — MomiMg Pasi iLandon), 

To say that the French is worthy of the English is to pay H t 
compUment which is fully deserved. — Yorkshire Herald, 

Blr. Castle's French is perfect, and he preserves in his translation 
all the virility of the author. — PaU Mall GaaatU (LamioH\, 

STREET (G. S.) 

The Wise and the Wayward. A NoveL Crown 
8vo. fi.5a 

TENNYSON (FREDERICK). 

Poems of the Day and Year. With a Titlepage 
designed by Patten Wilson. Crown 8vo. ^i.5a 

His soul is satined with the contemplation of beautiful thin^ 
and the utterance in flowing imas[ery of the emotions thev exate 
in him. Lovers of pure poetry will find much to satisfy them. — 
Daily Chromed (LofuUH). 

He has no small share of the Tennysonian munc^ and in two 
points at least he falls short of no writer of his generation, — in his 
love of nature and in his belief in the dignity of the poet's function. 
— Times (London), 

THIMM (CARL A.). 

A Complete Bibliography of Fencing and Duel- 
ling, as Practiced by all European Nations from 
the Middle Ages to the Present Day. With a 
Classified Index, arranged Chronolo^cally accord- 
ing to Languages. Illustrated with numerous 
Portraits of Ancient and Modem Masters of the 
Art. Titlepages and Frontispieces of some of 
the earliest works. Portrait of the Author by 
Wilson Steer, and Titlepage designed by 
Patten Wilson. 4to. $7.50. 

THOMPSON (FRANCIS). 

Poems. With Frontispiece, Titlepage, and Cover 
Design by Laurence Housman. Post 4to. 
$i.5a [FourfA edition, 

I can hardly doubt that at least that minority who can recognise 
the essentisds under the acciaents of poetry, and who feel that it is 
to poetic Form only, and not to forms, that^ eternity belongs, will 
agree that, alike in wealth and dignity of imagination, in depth 
and subtlety of thought, and in magic and mastery of language, 
a new poet of the first rank is to be welcomed in the author of this 
volume. — Mr. H. D. Traill, in Nineteenth Century, 

Profound thought and fer-fetched splendour of imagery, and 
nimble-witted discernment of those analogies which are the roots 
of the |x>et's language, abound. .... Qualities whidh ou^ht to 
place him, even should he do no more than he has done, m tho 

Sominent ranks of Came, with Cowley and Crawshaw. — Mft 
)VBNTSV PATMORB, in Fortnightly Review, 



PUBLISHED BY JOHN LANE II 



THOMPSON (FRANCIS), continued. 

Sister Songs. An Offering to Two Sisters. With 
Frontispiece, Titlepage, and Cover Design by 
Laurence HousMAN. Post4to. Buckram. $1.50. 

Mr. Thompson is the only one of the young poets of the day 
who peristently tempts one, page after page, to waive one's critic 
right, and contentedly to stand and admire. — Acadsmy (Londtm), 

If any were uncertain, after the publication of Mr. Iliompson s 
"Poenis,'* that a new star was added to the galaxy, the splendid 
succession of which has never failed in the English poetic firma- 
ment, let them n»d ** Sister Songs " and be assured. — Speaker 

TRAILL (H. D.). 

The Barbarous Britishers. A Tip-top Novel. 
With Title and Cover Design by Aubrey 
Beardsley. Crown 8vo, wrapper. 50 cents. 

Nothing funnier has been written. — Daify Telegraph {LandoM), 
A cleverer or more genuinely mirth-provoking, and withal useful 
jnrody, we have not read for manv a long day. A very large cir- 
culation may be predicted. — St. Jame^s Gtuette (LomM), 

TYNAN (KATHARINE HINKSON). 

Cuckoo Songs. With Titlepage by Laurence 
HousMAN. Fcap. 8vo. f 1.25. 

Enchantingly simple, innocent, and light, a book of aerial 
music in delicate cadencies. — JU$uirtUedl00ndom News, 

WALTON AND COTTON. 

The Compleat Angler, a new Edition of. Edited 
by Richard Le Gallienne. Illustrated by 
Edmund H. New. 4to. $6.00. 

It would have been difficult to have selected an artist to 
illustrate this work more in ^rmpathy with it than Mr. New is 

Proving himself to be. tThis edition shows every promise of 
eing one of the most desirable to possess of this quamt and ad- 
mirable work. — Studio {Londoti). 

Coinously illustrated and exquisitely printed, it promises to be " a 
thing of beauty and a joy for ever " to book lovers who value alika 
intrinsic 'excellence and a foir ttttnot, '^ PiMisherf CirctUar 
{London). 

WATSON (H. B. MARRIOTT). 

The Career of Deua Hastings. Crown 8vo. 
$1.50. [In preparatian. 

WATT (FRANCIS). 

The Laws Lumber Room. Second series. Fcap. 
8vo. fi.25. [In preparation. 
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WHYTE (WALTER). 

Leslie Warden. A Novel. Crown 8vo. (1.50. 

[In preparation, 

THE YELLOW BOOK. 

An Illustrated Quarterly. Small 4to. (1.50 
each volume. 
Vol. I., of which Four Editions were issued, is 

now out of print. 
Vol. II. Third Edition. [A few copies remain. 

The second vdome is better than the first. — Daily Chromide 
{.London), 

A decided improvement on the first. — DaUy TtUgra^ {Len- 
don). 

Vol. IIL Third Edition. 
A considerable improvement on its pr edeces s ors.— .Syrafer 
{L0$ulon). 

VoLIV. Second Edition. 

On the wholCf the new "Yellow Book** has more that is attractive 
and less that is repellant than any of its predecessmv. — Globe 
(London). 

Vol. V. Second Edition. 

This " Yellow Book" has left its predecessors far behind in gen- 
eral interest. —Z>a«^ Chronicle (London). 

Vol. VI. Second Edition. 

None of the other five volumes have reached the mark of exod- 
lence attained by the sixth. From all points of view the *' Yellow 
Book " seems to improve quarterly. — Vanity Pair (London), 

Vol. VII. Second Edition. 

The new "Yellow Book" need not fiear the rivalry of any of its 
predecessors. — Daily CkronicU (London). 

Vol. VIIL Second Edition. 
The eighth number is fiur the heat that has yet appeared. —•S'/. 
yames^s GazoUe (London), 

Vol. IX. Second Edition. 

This number of the "Yellow Book " is fikdyto be one of the 
most popular. — Gloie (London), 

Vol. X. Second Edition. 
A particularly strong number. — Gentlewoman (London). 

VoL XL Small 4to. f 1.50. [Just ready. 



Mr, Lane is the sole agent for the sale in America of the 
books issued from the Vale Press, all of which are printed 
under the supervision of the well-known English artist 
Charles Ricketts. The following books are new ready : 

THE POEMS OF SIR JOHN SUCKLING. 

Edited by John Gray. With Honeysuckle Border 
and Initial Letters designed and cut on the wood 
by Charles Ricketts. Demy 8vo. $7.50 net, 

EPICURUS, LEONTION, AND TERNISSA. 

By Walter Savage Landor. With a Border de- 
signed and cut on the wood by Charles Ricketts. 
Crown 8vo. $3.50 fiet, 

THE EARLY POEMS OF JOHN MILTON. 

Reprinted from the edition seen through the press by 
the author. With a Frontispiece, Border, ana 
Initial Letters designed and cut on the wood by 
Charles Ricketts. Crown 4to. j^io.oo net, 

SPIRITUAL POEMS. 

By John Gray. With a Frontispiece, Border, and 
Cover designed and cut on the wood by Charles 
Ricketts. Crown octavo. ||^.oo net. 

These books are among the most beautiful produced this 
century. Only a very few copies are printed for America* 
Prospectuses on application, . 
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